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A COMING EVENT. 

(Advent ) 

Hebbews iz, 27. 
" It is appointed onto men onoe to die. 
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SERMON II. 

MYSTERIES. 
(Fob the Thibd Sunday in Advbnt.) 

S. Mabe xy. 35. 
" The even was come.** 

SERMON III. 

BEA UTIFUL BETELEEEM. 

(Fob the Vigil of the Nativitt.) 

S. Luke n, .16. 
*' Let us now go even unto Bethlehem.*' 
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2 KlNOB YZ. 6. 
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SERMON V. 
8TARLI0ET. 

(E^snvAii OF THB Epifhant. 
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(Lezit.) 

S. Lttxb zt. 17. 
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Joshua n. 21. 
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COLD. 

(Fob Holt Week, ob Maukdt Thubsdat.) 

S. John xvju. 18. 
" It was cold.*' 
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THE GEE AT MEDITATION. 

(Good Fbidat.) 
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SERMON XI. 

THE E AS TEE VICTORY, 
(Easteb Day.) 

JUDOBS ZVI. 3. 
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SERMON XII. 
JACOB'S LADDER. 
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Genesis zxvuli. 12. 

*' And he dreamed, and behold a ladder set np on the earth, and 
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SERMON XIII. 
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TSB WIND OF GOD. 
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BxTTH n. 14. 
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SERMON XVII. 
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S. LuKB xn. 3. 
"What'shaU I dor 

SERMON XVIII. 
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THE REALISATION OF OUR IDEAL, 
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SERMON XXII. 
THE SACRIFICE AND ITS ACCOMPANIMENTS. 

(An Advent Sebmon.) 
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'* And he said, Behold the fire and the wood ; but where is the 
lamb for a burnt offering ?" 

SERMON XXIII. 

THE VEILED FRESENCE. 

(Habvest.) 

S. Mabe XVI. 12. 
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PsALU Lxxxvm. 6. F.B. 

<*Thou hast vexed me with all thy storms/' 
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SERMON I. 



A COMING EVENT. 
(Advent.) 

Hebbsws iz« 17* 
" It %8 appointed unto mm onee to die J" 

" ZOOMING events." How often we hear those 

\J two words said ; how much they imply ; 
what a shadow they cast on the most thoughtful 
of us. Well-beloved, to-day our dear Mother 
Church speaks to us of Aer coming events. There 
are three she speaks of, I hardly know which more 
solemn, which more fraught with interest to us all. 

1st. There is the shadow cast by the coming event 
of our Lord in the flesh. That is a bright, beauti- 
ful event, there are very few shadows about that. 

2nd. There is the long shadow (for it is cast by an 
event probably far off) of the second coming of our 
Master. 

3rd. There is that great coming event — the 
day of QUI death. 

A 
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If in these Advent hours we were to prepare for 
the second event — Christ's second coming — ^nothing 
could better prepare us for celebrating His first 
coming. On the other hand, if we prepare for that 
third event — ^the day of our death — if we could^ in 
these Advent hours, so pray, so intercede, so purify 
ourselves, as men about to die, where would be the 
terror of looking forward to that coming Judge ? 

Think, then, a minute or two on this Advent Sun- 
day of that third event coming to us — Death. 

Now when I ask you to consider this subject, 
death, your death — ^your coming death — ^you will see 
that we can only faintly picture to ourselves its reali- 
ties. Ask a man who has never been to the sea to 
describe its terrors, its storms, its vastness. How im- 
perfectly would he do so. It is the same with us all 
when we try to describe death. But though none of us, 
till we taste of death ourselves, can the least realise 
it, though we can but imperfectly describe it ; we 
can, I think, consider many of its accompaniments, 
its special features : shadowy, impalpable as Death 
is in itself, we can realise some of them. 

1st. Think of this — the uncertainty of the day of 
your death. Say to yourself, " I know my soul must 
*'one day go out of this body of mine^ however useful 
" I may be here, however well off, be my body ever bo 
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*' strong — ^although I may never have known, as we 
^^say^ a day's illness, never had a doctor's bill 
"run up, never taken any special care of myself 
" — still my soul must one day leave this body of 
'* mine." 

Then, beloved, as yoa grasp this great certainty 
th&t joxi must die; striveto grasp this great un^ 
certainty y rohen that day shall be — what month, 
what year — oh, how ancertain ! 

Shall it be, think you, when outside of your bed- 
room window all the uplands are covered with snow : 
the cart wheels as they pass along the high-roads 
going so noiselessly, as if your friends, to ease 
your dying head, had laid down straw outside ? 

Or shall it be in summer, when all is so bright out- 
side, the sweet flowers in bloom, the lanes verdant 
with fresh leaves, the crops speaking of a good harvest 
(a harvest y(»f shall never reap). All so bright ou1> 
side, such a contrast to this darkened room within^ 
where worn by pain you grow weaker, your breath 
quicker, your limbs colder. Ah I shall your death 
be in the winter or summer, who knows ? 

Or shall it be by day or by night : by day when 
the great world outside is full of business— or by 
night— only God's stars and angels abroad, all so still, 
only one person perhaps in your sick room awake. 
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beside yourself, in the qniet honse^ sitting watching, 
watching you dying, dying in the night 

Or, again, shall your death come suddenly ? No 
notice given, a sudden cold, a sudden fever, a 
few days unwell, then a turn for the worse — sud- 
denly dead. Or shall it be by an accident : knocked 
down by a runaway horse ; taking a summer sail — 
a sudden squall — then drowned* As these accidents 
are of daily occurrence, why not to me ? why not to 
you ? is it certain or uncertain whether you shall 
escape ? — no one knows I 

Or, beloved, shall you have time to become recon- 
ciled with God; shall you have a little hour in 
which you can dare to ask God to accept one who 
has no health left to be sinful, no desires left to be 
crucified ? Shall you have time — time for a last, which 
is also your first Communion, time for a last and first 
Absolution ? — alas I alas I no one can tell you, no one 
knows, alli% fearfully uncertain. Well, if this is se- 
lf death, your death, is so uncertain, both in time 
and manner, 

2nd. Consider, what a complete end death will 
be to everything that is not really holy in our lives. 

Have you ever, in your walks about a great town, 
come suddenly on what is called a ^^ dead wall ?'* 
You go down an apparently bright and pleasant 
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street, houses on each side, many shops fxill of 
beautiful things, the pavement clean and in good 
repair ; well, you hurry along, you want to make a 
short cut to a distant point in the town, you think, 
as you enter this pleasant street, it will bring 
you there quickly. Suddenly, when you least 
expected it, at the very moment you hoped to come 
out close to the main road, rises up a great dead 
wall. There is no outlet, you immediately see, to 
that street; you have walked along it in vain. 
What does it avail that its shops were beautiful and 
rich, they will not help you now. Alas 1 for the 
dead wall ! 

So with the life in the world now : it is like this 
ideal street : how many hurry doTVn it : how glitter- 
ing it looks, stocked brimful of worldly joys and 
pleasures of a day : all goes well, it seems a plea- 
sant street, but one day you realise that it leads 
nowhere^ a dark wall is at its end — a dead wall — 
Death. 

So too, when you are dying, how will it help you 
that you have bought in this street of the world 
many honours; many joys; gathered together much 
riches ? 

What profit will it then be that you have been 
noticed there as one wise, and powerful, and noble ? 
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What good will it be that you have pushed 
before others your way in the world? This world 
which is, as it were, a useless street, leading no- 
where, shut in by death, like a dead wall I iSuch a life 
is a delusion, death is alone the reality — and 
death stands dark and terrible before you. 

Srdly. But, lastly, beloved, consider this — ^how 
little remembered we shall be when dead. 

You like to be remembered now by your neigh- 
bours — ^we will grant you are so — that they look up 
to you, they think well of you. You like men to say 
"how so and so is getting on — he must be getting. 
" a rich man." You like men to say how well you 
dress, how well you fare. You think it hard, if 
away from home, you receive no assuring letters of 
remembrance from your wife, or husband, or 
brothers, or sisters — assurances that they are expect- 
ing your return, longing to see you. 

Side by side consider this — ^what a little remem- 
brance even the most loved of us get when dead. 
You die on a comfortable bed^ friends around you, 
kisses touching your lips — will you remain lying 
there, beloved ? No ! oh no I for the very latest but a 
few hours, after that strangers will enter your house 
and without a tear, nail down a coffin over your poor 
body, (the body you have so cherished and cared for ;) 



A OfJJlifN G EVENT, 



and one day the bell will toll — though in most cases 
even that would not be done unless a man was paid to 
do so — a few bitter tears will be shed, a yard or two 
of crape purchased, a tombstone erected, a will read, 
you will be left alone, all alone, my friends. A few 
years, and I will take it upon myself to say, that 
save in very exceptional cases, few and far be- 
tween, your features will be almost forgotten, your 
name will be mentioned without a single tear — 
utterly you will be forgotten. The greatest, the 
wisest, the most beloved are so treated, why shall not 
you? 

Oh I beloved, if all this be true, will you not then 
try to keep before you during this solemn Advent 
season just these three points ? 

1st. Seeing the uncertainty of when your death 
shall come, and yet the certainty it will come, to 
prepare now for it. The present alone we can call 
ours — to-morrow is God's. 

Let us in the present, then, prepare for the great 
uncertainty — our death. 

2nd. Weigh all you do in a scale — put what you 
are tempted to do, what you think might profit you 
here to do, in the one scale — in the other scale put 
Death — no one else's death but your own — and say 
" will this give me assurance in death, profit me in 
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'*that last hour, help me in that bitter strait?'* 
For as a poet truly has said — 

'< He wHo tHe etormy heart can so control. 
The laggard body soon will waft to heaven." 

3rd. Live in this your day of life like one hourly 
expecting a messenger, who, as he finds you fit or 
unprepared when he opens the door of your soul, 
will declare to you a message of eternal life— or 
death. 

And to do this, beloved, try daily, at least during 
the Advent season, to recall Death to your mind. 

Lift up each night and morning with your other 
prayers an extra one for a peaceful departure, at the 
last. 

Each night in Advent, as you lie down to rest, 
your mind fixed on the Great Future as if you were 
verily dying: ask "am I fit if I die to night?" 
"Am I fit to see God?" So, beloved, shall the 
thought of death prepare you for the fact of death. 

So shall Advent lift your soul out of the clasp of 
Eternal Death, and place you in the arms of the 
angel of Everlasting Life. 
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MYSTEJRIES. 
(Fob the Thibd Sxtnday in Adtent.) 



S. Mask zv. 86. 
** The even woe come." 



VEILED under some real fact in our dear Lord's 
life on earth, lie all the revelations of His will 
in faith and doctrine, concerning His Church and 
His children throughout the ages ; so, beloved, I 
seem to trace the spiritual teaching of to-day under 
the storm that befel the disciples on the lake 
long ago. 

1st. As I see the time this took place, I learn 
something. It was eventide — nay, it was more than 
that — It fvas eventide when these disciples braced 
the halyards, and drew up the brown sail, and gave 
the prow of their little vessel to the setting sun ; but 
at the crisis of this story it was something more 
than eventide — ^it was niffkt ; the hours had sped 
on, twilight so short in those eastern lands had 



10 MT8TBRIE8, 



slipped snddenly away^ not alone a storm, bat a 
DARKNESS had overtaken these disciples. 

So with us now, the time as of old, is eventide ; 
the ages have slipped by, and you and I are standing 
here this morning heirs of all the ages past, nearer 
the time than when we believed, nearer than when as 
children, we grasped, in Confirmation, the Cross 
of Christ, and became crusaders. Yes, it is eventide 
with us — but it is something more — it is eventide 
passed into night, darkness has overtaken us also. 

What do I mean ? — even this. If you are sail- 
ing with Jesus, are you not living, battling, rising 
and praying, confessing and communicating, in a 
darknesSf is not yours a hidden life— absorbed 
in the darkness of Christ's sacraments ? Oh yes. 

On the shore — that is to say, in the world — ^garish 
though the light be — false the glow — the people 
there feel no lack of light ; but, on the other hand, 
once let a man among them raise the sail of his 
soul on the wind of a life higher than that of his fel- 
lows ; once let him seize on the ebb-tide to heaven by 
keeping more reverently the fasts and festivals of 
Holy Church, by being a more frequent and earnest 
Communicant ; by being a more true and real peni- 
tent ; and, oh ! how his soul will seem to drift into 
darkness ; into the shadows of life and death, of 
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jadgment; and hell ; into the deep mysteries of 
sacramental life. 

Yes^ beloved^ once enter into such a high life, and 
you will no longer say that ^ Christ's religion is a 
very easy thing,' — that * the Faith of Christ is a 
faith that a child Gou[.(i perfectly grasp,' — that ^ only 
believe and I shall be saved,'— but rather, as you 
run the vessel of your soul closer to the bark where 
" those dread twelve with Christ, their Master sit," 
you will realise what a religion of mystery is yours. 
You will understand how much there is, that, simple 
at first sight, requires a li/e-time to even faintly 
grasp it, an eternity to prove the sweetness of its 
depths. 

You will understand, as the disciples of old did, 
that Christ's followers need something more than 
mere faith, or courage, or love for the mysteries of 
God, if they are even a little to understand them ; 
that they need, too, a constant, daily, ever-abiding 
meditation on the features and graces of that Holy 
Faith, which is theirs, as children of the Church. 

2ndly. Beloved, from this darkness on the lake, 
(as I stand there to-day and watch the straining 
bark, as I hear among the breakers a strange, sweet 
Voice, and suddenly perceive a great calm, and I 
know that the voice is the Voice of Jesus,^ I learn 
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another thing. Is it not this ? that the darknesses 
of onr holy religion — its mysteries, its sacraments 
— ^maie Christ to be prized even more highly 
than if onr Faith existed withont snch darkness and 
snch shronds. That in the dark shadows of these 
mysteries sits Jesns Christ ; and giving them to 
yon, we give yon Himself. It was so of old. 

It is so now. Those disciples I sitting in the set- 
ting snn, with light all aronnd them, with no storm 
battling against their sails ; no darkness aronnd 
them ; nothing to hide Christ from them ; think 
yon it was good for them, nay, that they half 
realised what they realised of their Master 
when, loosiDg their vessel, they swept across the 
Sea of Galilee, and entered the darkness ; spent 
the night with him ; discovered the mystery of his 
hidden presence ? I think not I bnt when they had 
thns proceeded, how different it was with them. 
The darkness came ; did it take Christ away ? nay, 
it brought Him nearer as their helper. The night 
fell, it shronded Him, indeed He was with them still ; 
the night indeed ^oef come ; the darkness indeed had 
fallen, bnt it took not Christ away, dearer and 
closer their Yoke-fellow in danger ; it was the 
reason that He rose np at their greatest need and 
cried His great words of * Peace,' be still. 
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And 80 with you and me. True, to the Ghnrchman 
his religion is a religion of mysteries. That is a true 
word of the nnfaithfal; we deliver to you no ^ open 
gospel/ but a very gospel of mysteries. 

True, as its stewards we deliver to you a Faith 
which demands of you all to enter, as it seems to 
your mere reason, the very darkness of the lake of 
Gktlilee. 

The tenets of such a faith ask you in many 
ways to prefer faith to reason; the Belief to the 
Touch; the inward Revelation to the outward Vision. 

True it is we ask you to accept a creed of 
sacramental mysteries. We call upon you in your 
Mother's holy name to enter into the darknesses of 
Christ's religion, but we do so, and the Holy Faith 
we profess only does so for this one blessed reason, 
to lead you to more fully discover Jesus ; to more 
fully realise His hidden sweetness. 

Ah yes, the Sacraments are shrouds : who will deny 
it ? They are mysteries : who will gainsay it ? Dark- 
ness, as of old, is around the path of the just. It 
will fall on you. You will enter it ; you will daily, 
as a Christian, battle and pray, rise and fall on the 
sea of Christ's mysteries of grace ; but oh, reward 
of auy mystery and darkness, in this shadowy land 
you will find " Jesus Christ." You will be close to 
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Him. You will hear Him, though you see not His 
Face, speaking to your very soul. Yes, though 
darkness seems covering Him under some great 
sacrament, His sweet voice rising up in the very 
night-hour of your life's patience, will there re- 
buke its winds and waves till again there is a 
** great calm." 

My friends, what in conclusion ? Surely this — 

Istly. Let this incident in the gospel narrative 
impress upon each of us, at all events, this — that in 
the mysteries of our Holy Faith, in the Sacraments 
of the Church, and not in the realm of reason, 
Christ is to be found. 

2ndly. That dark though the sacraments be in 
awe and mystery, a night spent with them — the 
night of this life — will be a night to bring us 
nearer to, and not take us away from, our dear Lord. 

And 3rdly. That this old Catholic Faith of ours, 
because alone needed by her, that is because the 
Faith of the Church is alone the Faith which pos- 
sesses mysteries, has that blessed promise given 
to her for her children, that though here she sees 
through a glass darkly, hereafter she shall see face 
ix>face. 

That we, the disciples of Jesus, children of His 
Holy Church, who have spent this dark night of 
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Faith with One unseen yet ever near, shall, on the 
other side of this great lake of life — ^all mysteries 
gone, all stewards relieved of their stewardship — see 
our Dear Master in His Perfect Beauty. 



SKRMON III. 

BEAUTIFUL BETHLEHEM. 
(Fob thk Vigil of the Nativity.) 



S. liXTKB n. 16. 
'< Lst U8 now go even unto SethUhom,'* 

MANY places possess beauties — ^bnt beauties that 
want searching out — Bethlehem is one of 
these^ dear friends. 

You can see immediately the bold beauiy of the 
great sea cliffs. You can immediately admire the 
long winding shores of England's beautiful rivers. 
Standing in a great Cathedral^ with the deep fretted 
arches curving over your heads, the sweet organ 
notes vibrating round, you can immediately feel 
in your soul the influence of the beauty of such a 
place. 

But the beauties of Bethlehem are indeed beauties, 
but such as need to be invoked by prayer, by devo- 
tion, by deep meditation, in order to behold them. 

Is that why the road that winds up the steep hill 
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leading to the little town of Bethlehem is so worn 
and trodden ? Yes, I think so, beloved. Age after 
age, saint after saint has left his country and his 
work, to search out these beautifal things at Beth* 
lehem, that he must look for again and again, or 
they would escape him. 

Christmas has again come to you and me. Again 
the invitation from our Church has gone forth, 
" Come, see the place where they have ;laid Him — 
** the Holy Child." Shall we not respond : leave our 
. worldly thoughts and business, and with staff in 
hand, set forth, dear friends, to-night, and search 
for these hidden beauties of Bethlehem ? 

But what are they ? Here are two. 

(I.) First there is the darkness that enfolds this 
wonderful Incarnation to-night. That is a fact we 
should hardly have looked for, is it ? Even for the 
sake of symbol, for the enforcement of His saying, 
^^ I am the light of the world," Christ would have 
been bom, we should have expected, in the sunniest 
hour of the day — ^the day most full of light in that 
brilliant Eastern land. Yet it is far otherwise. 

There were shepherds abiding with their flocks 
hj night. All very dark, only now and then a 
bright star shining. Except these stars all is dark. 
Only in the lowly stable the light of Joseph's 
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lantern shooting redly liere and there, making the 
surrounding darkness more apparent. 

In darkness ^^ unto us a child is born, unto us a 
" son is given," 

Where is the beauty ? What is the lesson ? Does 
it not teach us all — this darkness at Bethlehem — ^as 
plainly as possible, the way He loves to be born, even 
norCy in our midst, in our souls ? In our souls, riot 
when they are full of the world. Oh no I Not in the 
noontide of sin and passion. But I know when, 
dear friends — ^when the heart is lonely and sad, in 
those dark hours, then it is that Jesus is often bom 
in a man's soul. 

When the heart is most away from human aid, 
lying like a sleeping village, unable to succour 
itself; in the great silence of some grief, when our 
friends say, ^^ we can do nothing," Jesus often says, 
<^ I can do all," and He is born again in that 
dark, dark lonely soul. 

When in the hour, too, of deep penitence, long 
shadows of sin cover us, and we are almost lost but 
for that one little star of Bethlehem— Hope— just 
shining over our bowed heads, oh Child of the 
lost and weary, in that dark home of sorrow and 
distress, in that black night of remorse for sin, ^en 
Thou art born, and born for sinners I 
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So you see, dear friends, one of the beauties of 
Bethlehem is to be found even in its Darkness : that 
Darkness can turn into perfect Light if we look 
long enough, for Jesus is born in it! 

(II.) But notice another thing besides the night 
hanging over Bethlehem — its stillness. The still 
•quiet of this mighty birth, the strange, awful peace 
reigning in this cavern-nursery is another hidden 
beauty of Bethlehem. 

The shepherds, I daresay, after receiving this 
message from the angels, expected all the villagers, 
nay, thousands of other shepherds, from the hills 
around, to be thronging the wondering streets of 
Bethlehem : on they hurried, fearing lest there 
should be no room for them, lest others should have 
filled the house : others worshipping and adoring. 

But what a surprise for them I The white gate of 
the little town is reached, the rough little winding 
streets trodden, the stars shine brightly over one 
house, a little light burns through an half opened 
•door : It is a stable door, but that hardly surprises 
them so much as this — this stillness. " Can this be 
^Uhe place," say they, "so quiet, so little, so un- 
*^ crowded, no one but ourselves about to enter ?" 
They look in. Only a poor Jewish maiden, and an 
old, old man, with his hands clasped as if in devo- 
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tion, bendiDg over a little Child. How those few 
eager shepherds* hearts must have throbbed with 
awe outside the door I Not a sound to be heard^ 
but the wind blowing the snow through the great 
leafless sycamore tree outside I 

Ah^ beloved, in this silence learn to-night one of 
the greatest secrets of your holy religion, one of 
the hidden beauties of your beautiful faith. Here 
on the threshold of the new epoch — the birth of 
Christia*niiy — mark the silence with which it is 
ushered in I Thus ever the Holy Child loves to 
enter, and manifest Himself in the heart that is 
stilled to silence. 

Are you full of this world's voices ? Depart hence, 
no child of Christmas can show Himself to you 
to-night. It must be to a heart rather silent to 
the world, saying only, ^^ speak. Lord, in this my 
^^ silence. Thy servant heareth," that the Child Jesus 
can stretch forth His tiny hand in gracious recog- 
nition to-night 

Is your soul set upon only the gratification of 
earthly tastes — ^the assembling of your friends, the 
Christmas fare, the morrow's feast? Ah, depart 
from Bethlehem, steal away from this little cavern- 
home, the Child of Christmas cannot show Himself 
to you. Jesu9 can only come to the soul full of 
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deep spiritual joy, which is a silent jojy a joy which, 
not by rich fare^ but by rich prayers keeps its 
Christmastide with its Lord. A love, which rests 
not in outward things, but centred in a far 
away Heart, flies like a dove over desert and sea, 
finds at Bethlehem, cradled in the arms of Mary, 
in stillness, in quiet discovery — Jesus the Holy 
Child ! 

Thus, beloved, the silence of Bethlehem, too, is 
an eloquent silence, a real beauty — ^it reveals Jesus. 
May it reveal Him to us on this Holy Yigil. May 
the darkness be no darkness to us to-night, but 
a lovely shroud, that pierced by faith, discloses 
the Lord. 

Arise, then, let us go to Bethlehem. The way to 
it is rough, for it is the way of self-denial. It is 
hard, for it is based on purity and faith. It is 
trodden and worn, for countless pilgrims through 
the long ages have swept along it. But still, ani- 
mated with love like the shepherds, blest with a 
faith like that of the Wise men, on to Bethlehem ; 
your journey shall not be in vain ; the' streets to 
your purified sight shall be thronged to-night 
with white angels; the roofs of the little city 
shall seem to you pure gold; unearthly beauties 
shall meet your reverent gaze , the words shall come 
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true for yon pilgrims of the Nativity enteriag 
beautiful Bethlehem. 

" lUih sees no longer the sfcaUe flooTy 
The paTement of sapphire is there ; 
Tlie clear light of HeaTen streams out to the world ; 
And the angels of Gk)d are crowding the air ; 
And heayen and earth, throngh the Spotless Birth, 
Are at peace on this night so fair." 



SERMON IV. 



LOST AXE-HEADS. 
(Fob New Yeab's Eve.) 
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** As one was filling a beam the axe^heud fill into the water : 
tmd he criedf and eaid, Alas, Master ! for it was borrowed.'* 

THERE was once a man I have read of in the 
Old Testament, beloved, who was working be- 
side a swift flowing river, and, as he worked, he 
lost something — it was his axe. The water was deep ; 
the axe was heavy ; it seemed, therefore, gone for 
ever. However, he did the best he could to recover 
it, for he came to one in whom he had great confi- 
dence fall of sorrow ; he fell at his feet, crying out 
his loss, and these were his words — ^words fall 
of deep meaning for all of us, I think, to-night — 
'fAlas I master, for it was borrowed." Yes, these 
were his words ; that was his confession ; different 
from what we shoald have expected as his plea, 
for he was a poor, yoang prophet, or else he 
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would have had an axe of his own ; and the loss of 
the axe would, therefore, entirely stop his work. 
He might have urged his poverty as his reason for the 
help he sought, but he did not speak of his poverty. 

Then, too, his comrades were building up their 
little houses around, laughing, probably, at his want 
of skill ; his clumsy loss of his useful axe ; so that 
when the camp fire was lighted at night, and all 
recounted their work's progress, he was sitting sadly 
in the shadows, a laugh and taunt were all his reward. 
He might have moved his great master to com- 
passion by urging the fact that he was obliged to 
be idle now his axe was lost, but he did not say a 
word about that 

He felt all this as he knelt at Elisha's feet, but 
what he felt far more; — what made the tears come 
so fast into his eyes ; — and what he felt as he heard 
the good axe splash into the water was this — ^that 
he had betrayed a solemn trust — ^wronged a kind 
friend — misused something after all not his own^ 
but only lent ; so he bitterly cried out, not " My 
**work is stayed ;*' not "My companions jeer at 
" my want of skill ; " not " that when evenin^^ 
" comes I must sit sadly by myself," but, "Alas, my 
master, for this axe was a borrowed one.^^ 

We all are standing close to a river to-night^ not 
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the yellow Jordan, but a quicker-flowing one-^the 
Biver of life. Soon, (ah I how soon,) in a brief 
hour or so its current will have flowed into another 
channel, "a new year," as we say, will have begun. 
Think, then, beloved, as you bend over this river 
to-night, and remember how, for many months past, 
you all have worked and built, played and prayed, 
wept and joyed on its banks, whether you, like 
the young prophet, may not have lost something 
in it; something that needs a prayer for help; 
something that needs a kind Adviser ; something 
that asks for this young prophet's cry on your lips ? 
Indeed, my friends, as I look on you all to-night, and 
remember what Life is to most of you — so care- 
less — so easy going — so worldly — ^as I see the 
faces of the angels out of the darkness looking 
down on this strange river to-night, I do know how 
much that is lost of yours is lying beneath its 
waters ; how much needs redeeming ; a Saviour to 
restore it. 

There, for one, is lying in that dark hole in the river 
of Life the lost trust, the much wealth of this year; his 
is a golden axe-head lost ; if not, where are the 
orphans he has benefited this past year ? the poor 
he has succoured? the prisoners that to-night, 
rise up and call him ^^ blessied.'^ Ah I like 
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the young prophet's, his axe-head, that which 
would have been of so much use to him in building 
up the " house above," is lying to-night — ^lost, lost 
beneath the river. 

Look down, see by that great stone, there is another 
axe-head lying, it is the axe-head of ^' good inten- 
** tions." How heavy it is, for how many have 
they been? What use they would have been to 
you ; good thoughts put into practice ; daily 
prayers, daily work ; good desires, all at eventide 
entering heaven ; alas ! this good axe-head, which 
could have done so much for you, is lost too — lost 
beneath the river. 

There is another axe-head, it looks so small that 
the river almost, as it flows along, carries it 
down to the sea, — it is so light; yet its blade 
is all set with precious stones — it is a little child's 
laoe. It should, dear little child, have made you, 
as you felt this pure Holy Spirit of love towards 
your mother in your heart, love all the better 
your Father above. Alas I for you, evil passions 
have withered it ; envy and wilfulness, like the great 
branches of the trees by the river, have pushed it out 
of your little hands. This beautiful axe-head Qod 
valued so much is lying to-night for you — ^lost 
beneath the river I 



L OST AZE'HEADS. tf 



Well, and so I could go on and on^ tracing 
out much more lost property, but you know, if 
you will think — what you have each lost; why 
should I tell you? Many good things I know; 
many opportunities of usefulness ; many precious 
hours and days, many holy sorrows to lead 
you to God ; many prayers which might have been 
better said, many graces dropped into this dark 
river, covered over by its waters, so that you know 
to-night they are lost — ^slipped from your grasp. 

Well, this youDg man in the story felt that ; but 
what I want you to feel is, what seemed after all to be 
the great feeling that swallowed up every other in his 
mind, that these things are not your own lost prop- 
erty, but same one else's ; they are borrowed property. 

Ah I how to recognise that will make your shame 
to-night greater. 

** Health " one will say, " lost through drink ;'^ 
through long hours of dissipation ; pleasing myself ; 
indulging passions. 

There my axe-head lies beneath the river, Lord, 
but I mourn not so much that I myself have lost it,. 
but because it was, after all, not mine, but Thine. 

" Alas I master, for it was borrowed." 

Prayers, litanies, celebrations of the blessed 
sacrament, fasts and festivals, confessions and abso-^ 
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Itifioiis ^^ missed " — slipped from my grasp — another 
will cry, lying to-night beneath the river, when 
they shonld be lying bright for nse in my hand, 
after all, not mine, bnt Thine. ''Alas I master, 
" for they were borrowed." 

''Earthly goods, riches, pleasant homes, dear 
" friends, given, as they were to me, to lead me to 
"grasp through them the good things nnseen, — 
"lost I lost I" another will cry, "beneath the 
"river, not mine, but Thine. 'Alas I master, 
"for they were borrowed.'" 

Yes, that, beloved, is the bight way, the way 
God loves the repentant to mourn the loss of His 
' entrusted talents. 

In this spirit, feeling that these lost things 
were only hnJt you, your grief will be so intensified 
by feeling they are lost, that it will give to your cry 
for help an irresistible fervour. 

With bitter tears you will weep over their 
loss by the dark river of life to-night, and cry, 
" Great were the loss if they had been mine, but, 
" alas. Master, the loss was a betrayal^ for they were 
" only borrowed of Thee.^^ 

And will He then, who stands so Great and Wise 
beside us,more powerfulthanElisha, restore our 
heads? 
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Yes, beloved, I think He will if you will only ask 
Him to do so. He will bring yon them back, not 
perhaps qnite so iriffkt as, when at dawn, He lent 
them yon, but like iron after lying in the water, 
its brightness chastened, dimmed oyer by tears 
of contrition ; tried by suffering ; darker by re- 
pentance; but still of use, and to ffrorv bright 
again by the faithful using. 

And mark. He will recover them you by the same 
means as Elisha did, for, as you kneel to-night He 
will say, " Where fell it ? " and as you show Him 
the place — ^the seat, that is, of some besetting 
sin under which His talent lies buried — He will cut 
down a stick — wood — His own dear Gross, and as it 
casts its shadow over lost talents, they will arise and 
swim, and be restored. For the man of God said 
^^ Where fell it ? and he showed him, and he cut 
^^ down a stick, and cast it in thither, and the iron 
^^ did swim ; therefore, said he, take it up to thee. 
'^ And he put out his hand and took it" 



SKRMON Y. 



STARLIGHT. 
(Festival or the Epiphant.) 



St. MA.TTHEW n. 2. 
" We have seen Mia Star in the East^* 

WHEN we are in a thonghtfiil frame of mind 
there is nothing, I think^ which seems to 
lift ns, Beloved, so far from earth and all its cares, 
as a gaze upward at the stars. 

Whether it be the little blue-eyed child, peeping 
out of its high nursery window, at those bright ones 
as pure as itself, and murmuring — 

** TwinUe, twinkle, little star, 
How I wonder what you are," 

or the philosopher, who, as night advances, shuts 
up his books, and, with window thrown open, ex- 
olaims in a rhapsody of wonder, ** When I consider 
" Thy heavens, the work of Thy fingers ; the moon 
^^ and the stars which Thou hast ordained ; what is 
^^man that Thou art mindful of him, the son of man 
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"that Thou visitest him" — it is the same human 
miud wondering in awe at the same celestial handi- 
work. Around the stars the simplest and wisest 
have let their thoughts at still times cluster. 

So pure, so silent, and yet so full of speech, is 
that strange language which speaks to the soul and 
not to the ear, which calls up all that is great, and 
all that is noble, sleeping in the hearts of the worst 
of us. What wonder then, beloved, that men who 
knew not revelation, yet seeing the beauty and the 
loveliness of these bright stars, and hearing them 
ever speaking their silent words of a GU)d — ^Who to 
them remained hidden — should fall down and wor- 
ship ? What wonder that they in their awe should 
kiss their hands to all the host of heaven, and wor- 
ship, because they could not see its Lord, the outer 
pavement of His Heaven? Can we wonder that 
when revelation did make manifest that unknown 
God, these same stars should be found intermingled 
in the story of His manifestation? 

It is meet that to us, beloved, who now kneel in 
faith and adoring love at the cradle of Jesus, the 
Stars should still sing of His praise. The Star of 
Bethlehem to-day shines for us over His lowly rest- 
ing place, colours all the Festival of the Epiphany. 

Let us try and learn two or three lessons from that 
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star, as, stationary in the frosty air, it hovers like a 
bright angel over the Child of Mary — and, 1st, the 
need there is of piercing the outside of Gtod's works 
in order to find their infier meaning, if we would 
profit by them. 

For, notice, this is what the Magi did : and what 
made their sight of the Star truly of use to them. 

It was not that they alone saw, one night, bright 
and glorious, this new Star. Many an eye besides 
^Melchior's, and Gaspar's, and Balthazar's, proba- 
bly saw it : many a dark face would turn in wonder 
from their slumber and their work, to gaze from 
the lonely sheepwalk, and from the narrow street, 
at this wonderful star. A Tnere seeing of the star 
was common to thousands, but what these three 
kings did was, not to merely look on its bright 
face, but to discern the wherefore it was there — 
their spiritual vision pierced through its outer foil 
of light and read its inner meaning. 

A bright star I ah, yes, they saw that — all their 
brethren, too, did. A nefv star I ah, yes, they acknow- 
ledged that^ many another wise man would write 
down in his parchments that fact. But they, and 

* These are not the only names they have borne : for others see 
Hebenstreit "DeMajomm Komine, Fatria et Statn^ Dissert.": 
Jene, 1709. 
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apparently they alone, found out its true message, 
its inner meaning — ^that it was the Star of Him 
who was born in the world's great night of sin far 
away at Bethlehem. 

My friends, what a useful lesson is this — to learn 
to separate the dry husk from the kernel — to lift 
up the veil cast over many wonders of God, and 
discern their secret message. 
The whole world read thus, becomes another Bible ; 
a Bevelation from God. Take the flowers, for 
instance, they are sweet and lovely. Yes, they are 
that — but is Loveliness all their message ? True — 

<< A primroBe on a river brink 
A yeUow primrose is to him. 
And it is nothing more — 

who merely sees those two qualities in them — but 
their inner language is far deeper. It is a call to 
confidence : '^ if God so clothe the grass, shall He 
*' not much more clothe you ?" It is a call to worship ; 
if the Handiwork is so wonderfully fair, what an 
eternal loveliness must the Creator be? It is a call 
to Heaven ; if earth's withering blossoms are so 
bright, what must the flowers of — 

*' Those eternal bowers " 

Be like ? Or take the loving friends, that at this 
season of the year are round our tables, shariug with 
a 
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US the joy of the Christmas festival ; all these, as this 
Star of Bethlehem, are outwardly cheering and fair — 
but have they not a better and inner message, 
speaking in those friends' love of the love of a 
Greater Friend bom in the world at this season 
for you and me ? In this outward joy, is there not a 
call to see if we have the higher, the holier, joy — 
the soul's joy in Jesus ? 

Or take the sweet hymns, the devout prayers, the 
glad anthems, the light and beauty of our Churches at 
this festival. All, beloved, fair and lovely things — 
but, oh, do not we, and shall not we always, lose 
half their teaching, and half their loveliness, if we 
do not grasp the great teaching lying beneath them — 
of things which human eye hath not yet seen, and 
of which they are but the shrouded symbols ? 

II. But, secondly J as we mark this lesson of the 
Star of Bethlehem, when we see the use these wise 
men made of the Star, we can learn this besides — 
that God places many things in grace and worship 
in our hands to be used only for a peculiar purpose^ 
up to a certain limit. What do I mean ? I mean 
this — when these Magi discovered this star, what did 
they do with their new revelation ? Did they use it, 
as many of their brethren would have done, to 
cast some new horoscope, to solve a new problem 
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in astrology, to tell some secret, if they conld, 
"v^hich God held back from them, to unravel 
some mystery in life and death ? No I but they 
took it and used its light for what it was alone 
given for — to lead them on their long journey, to 
bring them to Christ. They did not distort its 
light, they used it for no other or baser purpose. 

So, beloved, with us and God's given lights now ; 
the lesson this star seems to teach is — take care you 
tise each grace for its proper use, up to its proper 
limit: push it too far, you turn even a grace into a 
sin, a guiding light into a misleading light. 

ThtcSj one of you, perhaps, has an especial gift of 
Prudence; well, the Star of Bethlehem seems to say, 
oise your Prudence and thrift only up to a certain 
limit — provide things honest in the sight of men, 
€ee your children are well fed and clothed, your 
lousehold clean and tidy, something laid by for a 
rainy day, hct do not let your virtue of Prudence be 
an excuse for you, as it is to many, to shut your hand 
Against the claims of Christ's poor at this season ; do 
not let it dull your ear through life to hear ever the 
cry of the orphan and the destitute without helping 
themy Jor^ if so, you are distorting your " star of Pru- 
•'^dence" — ^it is no longer the light of Prudence 
that is guiding you through life : it is Avarice, it is 
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Selfishness I Is another of yon^ to-day, of a firm and 
resolute mind, easily resolved on an action, with 
the moral strength to carry it out ? Well, the Star 
of Bethlehem seems to say to such of you, ^^ Deci* 
'^ sion is a good quality, but take care lest it steel 
" you against ever confessing yourself in the wrong, 
^^ take care lest it keep you from retracting a hasty 
" word, asking pardon for a bad temper, lest you, 
" who have Decision given to you as your star in 
" life, no longer follow it, but its light distorted by 
" your own means — ^it is rather Obstinacy that now 
" guides you, not Decision." 

Then, too, turn to another. 

Perhaps there is someone here who, all his life, 
has prided himself on being a man who loves ta 
stick by " what his father did," by his early teach- 
ing — well, beloved, it is a good and holy thing " ta 
" honour one's father and mother," but still I would 
say to such, now that Holy Church is raising herself 
from sleep in our midst as the Only teacher of the 
True Faith, as Mother that stands as heiress of all 
the ages, the Dispenser of God's secret wisdom — 
take care lest a too great fondness for an antiquated 
form of looking at Church matters, be shutting you 
out from profiting by this fresh Church life throb- 
bing around you ; lest you, who think you follow 
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the star, ^' Old Fashion," in truth be following the 
Star of Death, the Star of Slumber. 

IIL Lastly, beloved, if the Star of Bethlehem 
teaches us such lessons as these, oh let it, in conclu- 
fiion, wind up its brilUant mission, and its Epiphany 
gloiy, by teaching us all the grand lesson which 
every sermon should emphasize, every prayer breathe 
— ^what is that? is it not to bring us nearer to 
Jesus ? 

What cares the loving soul that it is bright, this 
star, unless it shows her a Brightness far exceeding 
it in Jesus' face ? 

What cares she, that it is a neTc star, unless it shows 
her a nerc glimpse of the everlasting love of Christ ? 

What cares she that it move with rapid mysterious 
light, and hover over fen and brake, hill and vale, 
till it bring her to Jerusalem — unless, beloved, (yea, 
all her life through) it carry her exultingly on to 
Bethlehem^ to Jesus. 

Yes, and so let it make us all take away this 
question to ask ourselves. 

There are many stars set by God in the sky of 
His world. The old star of Church Worship, the 
bright Stars of the Creeds, shining down the ages ; 
the still pure Star of Prayer, and many another — 
but, oh, are they doing for me what the Star of Beth- 
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lehem did of old, leading me on to Heaven and to 
Jesus — are they my guiding stars ? 

There are many stars set lower down the sky too, 
—the Star of Honour, glittering and bright : Love of 
friends, and Love of home : of Success and Riches. 

But, oh, are they, too. Stars of Bethlehem — ^very 
moving stars to us all, leading us on by earthly 
symbols to the "House not made with hands,'^ 
guiding us over hill and dale to that Home above,, 
where we shall see the young Child and His mother, 
where, and where alone, the dim, sweet Starlight 
of Faith shall be lost in the bright Sunlight of 
Eeality ? 



SERMON YI. 



WAITING BESIDE THE WATERS. 
(Septuagesdca Snin>AT.) 



S. Jomr Y. 3. 
" Watting for the moving of the water,** 

*^TTTAITINa for the moving of the water." 
f V YeSy this was what Jesns found this great 
crowd of sick folk doing. A strange thing appar- 
ently for sach men to do^ so weary and so sick^-^ay 
after day, sunrise after sunrise, sunset after sunset, 
till the stars shone out in the silent sky and reflected 
their pale &ces in the dark surface of that mys^- 
terious pool — ^waiting for the ruffling of a spring of 
waters* It was a thing which to many seemed an 
idle dream ; the Samaritan traveller, as he swiftly 
passed through the streets of Jerusalem, northwards, 
muttered the word ' superstition;' the dark Persian, 
as he girded up his yellow robes and marked this 
great crowd of waiters, bowed his head to the sun- 
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god over head, and smiled at those who could not 
recognise in him the source of health. Yet there 
they remained ; some standing against the beautiful 
arcade of marble that ran round : others sitting 
crouched away from even their fellows' gaze, so sick 
and ill they felt ; others hovering close to the very 
brink ; yet all doing the same thing — watching for a 
strange change to take place in a little pool of water. 

Beloved, Lent has almost come to thee, where 
oxe you this Septuagesima Sunday? far removed 
from the silent waters of Siloam, yet very near to 
the still days of the penitential season of the 
Church. 

Your position, if you are a true child of your 
Spiritual Mother, then, will seem to some an enigma. 
To the unbeliever, to the dissenter, as they pass by 
such a seclusion as Lent offers, its hours and weeks 
and days spent in gaining a knowledge of self, 
of assimilating yourself to our Lord's sufferings, 
will seem a very vague and profitlegis occupation. 
What comfort then can we not all cany away with 
us to-day, from mingling for a moment in this wait- 
ing crowd, watching and hoping, even against hope, 
that their wishes will be realised ? Such a confidence 
does their confidence seem to impart to my soul, 
that I seem to cry out across the long ages to them 
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and say, — " I wfll, oh ye ancient sick ones, willingly 
^' share your simple faith, I will share with gladness 
"yonr reproach, I will don my dark sackcloth this 
^^Lent, and partake in this strange vigil, this idle 
'* hallucination, as some regard it." — ^Why? Be- 
cause, my friends, I am assured of the Reward that, 
small though it be, useless though it seem, this quest, 
no iiUe quest, shall bring to you and me this Lent, 
a message from Heaven, a touch from a Hand of 
healing — ^a Blessed reward I 

It was so of old: shall it not be so now, to all who 
take our Mother's hand, and watch beside the dark 
waters of Eepentauce ? Yes, surely. 

All this crowd I Think you it was the water in 
itself which they watched ? 

Think you that yonder old man, tottering under 
eighty years, who had dwelt a score of years by 
Jordan, would now be found, day after day, hour 
after hour, watching the silent little pool, if the 
mere movement of its ivaters were all he desired to see, 
if he did not rather desire to see in that movement 
the coming of something greater ? 

Think you that this little child, with its dark wist- 
ful eyes and its poor lame feet, would have been carried 
in its mother's arms all the way from blue Galilee, 
to be laid beside these waters if they were ordinary 
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waters only, or their raffling something not greater 
than that made by the winds — ^if that were all, 
whence their long journey to Jerusalem? The 
storm swept down Qalilee, and close to their cottage 
ruffled many a mountain tarn. 

No. Why these watched, was, that in the move- 
ment of these waters, and these alone, they re- 
cognised something greater^ higher and better ; at 
a moment they knew of heaven and earth touched — 
an angel descended, it was his presence which these 
disturbed waters betokened, it was for him they all 
watched so earnestly, prayed so frequently. 

So with the earnest of us expecting this coming 
Lent ; for the next fortnight the Church orders you 
all to stand in awe and expectation for its advent f 
yet bethink you, does she ask you to do so as mere 
ritualists, bent on fulfilling a dry letter of her law ? 
no, it is because this coming Lent shall bring with 
it something worth waiting for, something un-^ 
earthly, most heavenly — it shall, if you will let it, 
clasp your hands with the Great Unseen I 

The prayers, the vigils, the sweet litanies of 
Lent, shall lift you as on very angels' wings far 
from earth. The Lenten hours shall bring to you 
bowed down with sin, weak and worn by sorrow, a 
very angel from Heaven, a supernatural gift by a 
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natural means sLall be given you, the outward ser- 
vice bring the inward benefit. 

For notice, lastly, beloved, what angel it was that 
descended. 

I cannot, it is true, as Dionysius of old did, run 
through with you the grades of the celestial hierarchy; 
I cannot to-day, as I point you to each glowing rank, 
tell you its peculiar functions in heaven's economy. 
Words would fail me, if I was to try and paint one 
even of their fair sweet faces, or repeat one whisper 
from their songs. 

But I know sufficiently that this angel who de- 
scended long ago at Siloam, and who will descend 
again this coming Fast, is One and the Same, bent 
on the same great act of mercy, his sweet £EU^e lighted 
up with the same look of pity. 

It is not the bright angel of the Annunciation, 
or Michael of the white legions of the Good, or one 
of the herald angels of the Incarnation, but the 
^' angel of heaiingj^ whose advent the sick of old 
awaited, and you are bidden to await to-day. 

^^ To be at peace with Gk)d, to feel as I did when 
^^ I was a child, holy, good, and pur^ to lay all this 
^^ burden of life-sin at the feet of some great Absol-' 
^'ver, to feel a touch of healing, cool and firm, 
^^ touching this feverish brow of sin and worldliness." 
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Are there any of 70a who thus go od crying and 
desiring ? well, if so, glad news for you — ^the angel of 
Lent, who is the ' angel of Healing/ draws nesx ; 
afar off, even now, I hear the flattering of his 
wings, and his voice saying, '^ I will heal their back- 
^* sliding, I will love them freely." 

Beloved^ know you the name of this angel ? it is 
not Baphael : my wounds and yours are past his 
healing : it is no mighty archangel who on the 
thymy hills of Paradise has gathered balm for our 
hurts ; but it is the Kinff of Angels — ^it is Jesus. 

** It is the voice of Jesus tliat I hear, 
His are the Hands stretched out to draw me near, 
And His the bloo^ that can for all atone, 
And set us faultless there before His throne." 

What, in conclusion ? Surely this — ^if you would 
have your waters moved, your long stagnant, easy- 
going life, this coming Lent, if you would fed 
Christ's healing Touch, the angel of Healing 
drawing near you-be yours, during this next forl^ 
night, a kindred posture to that of these sick of old 
—one of waiting. And notice what sort of a waiting 
— all the time these men waited, they were mak- 
ing a sacrifice — ^a sacrifice of self. 

Sick Nathan left his tailor's bench and his cus- 
tomers : lame Adonijah yonder, his baker's shop and 
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his till : Miriam the blind girl, her mother's little 
house by the sheep-gate^ and her home comforts. 
All these, when they recognised that they were sick 
and needed curing, made a ^ break ' in their ordinary 
lives to watch for the descending angel of healing. 

That was their sort of waiting, shall it not be yours ? 
Will you not, beloved, conscious of many a hidden 
sin and besetting fault, aware of your sickness, and 
your need of healing, thus watch — ^in this honest, 
self-sacrificing way, prepare to meet Lent's angel ? 

Every festival except one, needs its vigil to 
make its joy; does not a solemn fast also, to 
make its days really useful ? On the preparation 
for Lent may depend whether your long forty days 
shall be in vain, or whether— one day as you 
kneel in bitter retrospection, looking into the turbid 
waters of your soul — you shall be aware of One 
descended at that hour, because you watched and 
waited for him to heal and to bless you. 

Whether the current of your life shall be purified 
by that mighty Angel, whose Presence is health, 
whose Breath is life eternal, or whether — ^because yon 
did not put your soul within His influence— ye?w are 
still left halt and feeble among the Healed of Lent, 
the holy Children of the Eesurrection, nmy depend 
very much upon how you prepare for Lent ! 



Sermon VII. 



COMING TO OURSELVES. 
(Lent.) 

S. LlTZB zv. 11* 
" Ke eame to Sinuelf," 

THEHE is one passage in the story of the Prodi- 
gal Son peculiarly fitted for us all in Lent 

It is not anything grand or great told as of him ; 
it is something not at a mere glance very remark- 
able — something he ought not to have ever needed 
to do — ^yet it embodied tossings to and fro— much 
pain^ many tears, patting back the whole wheel of 
life — reversing the swift channel of his tumultuous 
passions — ^it is simply this — " He came to Himself 

L Btisy people often defer looking over old letters, 
clearing out dusty drawers, destroying useless 
papers, but when they do, how much is there they 
little dreamt of-— old records of the past that call up 
the hot tears, voices that breathe again through the 
faded ink ; how sad these busy people grow, they 
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almost feel inclined to leave off their task. Imprt^ 
dent people often put off looking into their accounts, 
but when they do so, what an accumulation of debts 
meets them, what an empty balance sheet, many 
debtors^ few creditors I Well, that is what this 
prodigal felt, when he made the bold resolution of 
looking back, of taking up a certain old and faded 
thing — ^his life ; he took it up, probably one night, 
all his gay companions had long since gone away, 
he was all alone in the swine-herd's hovel, no voice 
but God's to be heard, and then he did what — (oh, 
how long before he should have done I) he examined 
it.—" It," beloved, do I say ?— His Life ? Nay, it 
was something even nearer, if possible, than that — 
it was " RimselfJ*^ 

Often had he seen others wrong, seldom seen 
himself. Otten criticised others "going to ruin," 
never himself-— -hut now all that was gone, it is a 
great Personal revelation he receive8,f rom the shadow 
of the past — from the dim years of childhood and 
youth one stood forward — self-accused, self-convict- 
ed, confessed a sinner without self-excusing, oh 
bitter agony of retrospection — it was "Himself." 
" He came to Himself." 

II. My friends, these hours of Lent, this yearly 
looking at the Cross of Jesus, this watching Him 
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dying, do yon know what it is all for ? li \& Tiot to 
learn some great historical trath. We all know 
before-hand that in a certain city in a Boman pro- 
vince called JudaBa, a certain Jesns was more than 
eighteen hundred years ago, put to death; no, it 
is not to learn a great historical fact, we sit 
down and watch our Jesus through Lent and 
Passiontide. 

It is not to learn either some great scientific facts 
concerning life and death. We all know that death 
on a Cross— given a certain time, a certain amount 
of agony — is a certainty. No, we do not come to the 
Oross and watch our Jesus, to learn that crucifixion 
kiUs. 

It is not to learn either the need of ecclesiastical 
rules in religious life, that certain great truths in 
certain fixed periods, should be brought before us, 
and should be stamped on the heart and imagination 
by every aid of the inward and outward observance. 
We all know well from experience the need of thus 
ruling our waywardness. 

No ! it is for none of these things that the Church 
calls us pre-eminently to mourn with her through 
these dark hours of Lent, that day after day she 
leads up to Calvary, hour after hour she bids us 
watch the dying hero of Love ; but for this old. 



J 
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never-out-of-place purpose — to experience why the 
prodigal wept so bitterly — to bring U8 each to 
our true selves. Yes, this is why the revelation 
from Calvary each year is so useful ; this is why 
the seven words of Jesus win ^o many souls ; this is 
what each precious hour of holy Lent is for, to forestall 
the office of death — to judge now so that the soul 
be not judged hereafter — to call out of the dark 
shadows of a man's life — one whom he fears to see 
in his guilt, " Himself," — ^to bring a man face to face 
with Himself. 

Oh, beloved, is that what you find these blessed 
days doing for you ? Are th^se sights and scenes 
on Calvary, bringing you, day-by-day, nearer and 
nearer to that necessary, yet to that awful revel- 
ation of no one else^ no other in a wide creation 
than one — ^yourself? {a.) Has Lent come to you 
who are leading lives of only outward respecta- 
bility, and tearing away this thin veneer of Sunday 
religion — shown you that you are as much a prodigal 
as thousands who are branded with the name of 
" sinners :" has it cast off the veil of self-deception, 
80 that to-night, beneath the Cross, your cry is 
the publican's, " Lord be merciful." 

(3.) Has it come to you, beloved, who do strive to 
lead a holier life, and shown you more than ever 

D 
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how/iryouare firom spiritual perfection — how scarred 
^oid weakened jou are by besetting fanlts^ how very lit- 
tle tbe Cro8S)is the centre of your thoughts^and words, 
and deeds. Has it brought you, also, more humbly 
to yourself; more touchingly, more consciously to 
cry, therefore, the old sweet litany of the contrite, 
**Lord be merciful;" and, you, has it come — this 
holy season of Lent — to some of you who have been 
real evil-livers, full of pride, of lust, and envy, full 
of cheating in business, unfair dealings in the mar- 
ket, the stock exchange, behind tbe counter, and 
even at home, and brought you, oh, sinner, on your 
knees ? If so, I need not ask you to-night, if, as 
it brings you in awful reality, to ytmrself, it does 
not cause your very soul to go forth in an agony of 
supplication beneath His Cross, " Lord be merciful." 
III. Well, but if all this be true, if Lent is to 
bring us to ourselves, and to a knowledge of self^ 
what will this new discovery do for us? Beloved, 
it will do the same for us all that it did for the 
prodigal long ago. That which it has done for- 
every saint and sinner, who has in Lent and Pas- 
siontide meditated on self; it will bring us 
nearer a more blessed thing than ourselves — nearer 
to our true home above. See I it was not the dark- 
Tiess that brought the penitent nearer his old sweet 
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btme. Oh^ no I that fell that night on many itbo 
tckmorrow wonld be jnst as far away from the Father 
in that great land of sin and shame ; no it was not 
the darkness ! It was not the hbck of moneys — ^poverty 
was a common complaint of many who had wasted 
their substance — in garret or attic there were 
many besides the prodigal son who had no coin 
in their purse. No, it was not the lack of money ! 
Tume of these things^ friends^ money or shame — 
brought the prodigal nearer to his old home^ but I 
will t^U you, brethren, wkat'XQdSXj did^ 
It^ was when he knelt d(^wn in the great darkness 
a/fid silence of that night, with the angels of good 
amd e^il fighting over his soul, when ^^he came to 
^^ himself>*^ then it was he came a step homewards. 
It was when his sobs grew more and more — his 
priqrers inctenser-^the sight of himself clearer and 
plainer in its deformity, when he faced Himself— it 
was then the Father's home grew a step nearer to him# 
Yes, it wa9 a bitter thing, this learning how evil 
he was, this revelation of Himself to Himself, and 
yet, ooTTliD he but know it, (as he would hereafter,) 
it was the very best and the sweetest thing possible 
for him— each glance at himself made him a step 
nearer his Father, nearer his home, nearer his for- 
giveness I 
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My friends, and so with us, shall we grudge that 
Lent 18 so rathless a season, in thus showing us onr 
real selves ? Shall we grudge the long hours spent 
beneath the Gross, dark though each be with self- 
contempt, self-reproach, self-knowledge? Oh, no. 

'* Gk)od it is to keep the fast, 
Sliadowed forth in ages past, 
Which our own Almighty Lord 
Hallowed by His deed and word." 

Whether it be on the deck of some great emigrant 
ship, the emigrant turns to God; or on the 
wreck of some great man-of-war, the sailor lad 
repents ; whether it be in the ward of some 
great hospital, the poor thin hands of pain are 
lifted in a prayer of penitence ; whether it be 
in the barrack room in the silent night, with com- 
rades careless and worldly, sleeping around, the 
soldier sheds a tear ; whether it be you or I in 
the quiet Church, before the holy altar, or in the 
qaiet of our own rooms at home — wherever it be that 
we come to a knowledge of ourselves, of our sins and 
passions ; oh, thank Gk)d for this His Lenten gift — ^it 
is an angel in disguise I You will see yourself? — ah, 
yes, but each glance at yourself will drive you 
Tiearer to the Cross for help. You will realise how 
far off you are from Qt)d ? — ^ah, yes, but each realisa- 
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tion will drive you with deeper hnmility to Him^ 
who, even afar off, is your Father: each step in 
that knowledge will be truly restorative, truly 
healing ; each step will bring you nearer the time 
when over the heads of all His earthly prodigals, 
the great All-Master will stretch His hands in bless- 
ing, and say : ^' His Lent is over ; his self-know- 
^' ledge perfected ; his home prepared ; bring forth, 
^^ mine angels, the robe of everlasting life, and put 
'^iton'him.'" 



SERMON VIII. 



THE SCARLET LINE. 
(Passion Sunday.) 

JOIHUA TU 21. 
'' 8h» b<nmd th$ tearlet line in the window.^ 

TTTE can all picture to our minds Jericho before 
f Y its &11 : its sullen stillness before the storm : 
the strange infatuation of its people. Here was a 
mighty city which had long relied on great walls of 
defence— the wonder of roving tribes far and near. 
Here was a great concentration of the flower of 
Eastern chivalry, the greatest warriors of the 
desert Here was a mighty granary of all the 
fertile land behind. 

Suddenly J by some Amalekite, the news is 
brought that after many a long year's wandering 
in the wilderness — seemingly without aim — a host 
of half-armed men are bent on entering this, the 
warrior land. Nay, if report spoke truth, of besieg- 
ing the mighty town herself. We can fancy the 
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derision of those haughty warriors ; half careless 
gainst such an host to even buckle on their 
iirmour. We can see the gaiety unabated ; the 
^eat sacrifices to the sun still unbroken ; nay, even 
when that motley host swept round their walls, no 
one would be able to mark a shade of anxiety, a 
.flutter of excitement within. But, dear brethren, 
there was one soul in this vast city, this ancient 
London, who was found to fear. There was one 
who no longer was seen in her usual haunts of sin ; 
her daily occupations were over ; her spinning- 
wheel stood motionless; her friends sought her 
in vain. 

(a) Was it that she above all an account of her 
possessionSy dreaded the least chance of Jericho 
being taken ? Had she so much more than all the 
many lords around her? Was her house pre- 
eminently fair and beautiful ; were her chests so 
filled with goodly raiment, her coflfers with yellow 
shekels, that she now so feared ? 

(b) Or had she alone had some singular warning ? 
Had some angel come to her in the silent night, 
and shewn the mighty counsels of a God mightier 
than the sun-God, more powerful than Astarte ? or 
had one of her many lovers disclosed to her alone, 
.as he returned from spying this approaching host. 
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the inward fear of it which was within his heart, 
though his words were fearless and his exterior 
bold when making his report to the king ? Were 
these the reasons that her mind was filled with 
strange qnakings ; her rest so broken that suddenly 
she would rise at midnight, with the noise of mailed 
warriors leaping through the window ; and imagine 
herself already a prey to the spoiler ? Nay, dear 
brethren, it was for none of these things that this 
woman Bahab was alone found to fear in that vast 
city the approach of Israel's hosts, but it was a far 
more practical, a more wearisome, a more incessant 
trouble that had come to her in her idle, erro- 
neous life : A MIGHTT SENSE OF SIN HAD GYEBTAEEN 
HEB I 

(i.) Thousands in that great city, like her, 
kissed their hands to all the host of heaven, and 
made obeisance to the rising sun ; it was no new 
thing that she should be an idolater. 

(ii.) Thousands too in that great city had for- 
feited the inestimable gifts of childhood — purity 
and innocence — the right of looking up unabashed 
to the blue sky, and feeling their souls were as 
white as those pure, glistening stars overhead. It was 
no new thiug she should be a sinner and impitre. 

(iii.) Thousands, too, had lived in that great city ; 
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immersed in all its frivolities ; joining in its lordly 
feasts ; footing it in the wild dance, and crowned 
with dying flowers, pledging the god of day. It 
was no new thing that she should be one who loved 
the pompSy the vanities of this world. But the 
reason why she of all those thoasands was kneeling 
tearftil in her house ; why she alone trembled at 
the approach of those rugged archers, was the new 
thing that she discovered herself to be a sinuer. A 
new epoch in her life had come, and had brought 
Iter face to face with the thought of Death and 
Judgment. 

Dear friends, let us turn to ourselves. What has 
been the BESULT of our Lenten self-examination ? 
Has the same conviction that entered the soul of 
Babab— that you are a sinner and a greater sinner 
than you ever thought could be possible arisen in 
your soul? Again, you are brought here to-day 
face to face with Death ; not your own indeed, but 
worse than that, the Death of the Blessed Jesus 
Himself. What is the result of this first contemp- 
lation of the Lord's death ? is it the all absorbing 
desire of her of old, to be saved henceforth from 
the tyranny of sin ; a desire so earnest that nothing 
will satisfy you but to gain from the Hand of grace 
—outstretched on the Cross — a talisman against it ? 
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Has this been the result of these past sol^on 
hours of Lent^ a deep sense of sin^ and a desire to 
escape its penalties ? If so, One comes then with 
•the Talisman of protection: I trow He is the 
good spy from Heaven; thorn-crowned, but all 
the more compassionate ; nail-pierced, but the more 
tender-hearted ; weeping, but so the greater Conso- 
ler; God indeed, but so the more Powerful. He 
walks unseen (for still 'tis the enemy's city), 
through the ways and streets of this great modem 
Jericho, and passing through its rows of viUas, its 
many squares, its open churches — cornea to the soul 
qfeach one of ua — who are contrite, and brings the 
means of escape ; the blessed advice of the Good 
Spy — " Bind," saith He, " this scarlet line in your 
" window, and you shall be safe," 

What does He mean ? need we ask on this Great 
Passion Sunday ? This scarlet line He offers us is 
the type, nay the very reality to the contrite soul, 
sA the Blood of Jesus, the red cord which binds all 
loving hearts round and round the Cross of Christ, 
the Blood we begin to view to-day falling drop on 
drop up the steep way to Mount Calvary. That 
which alone can blot out our sins ; make life's page 
again white ; draw the scarlet line of Absolution 
sover sins deeper than its scarlet. 
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Well if 80, notice, dear brethren, WHERE Bahab 
bound this scarlet line. She bound it, we read, 
* in her mndotvJ* Yes, no where else ; but where 
she knew the enemy would be sure to come ; at the 
angle of her dwelling, most unprotected, most 
helpless, most defenceless ; at the point of contact 
between the inward and the atUtcard, ^^ the things 
seen," ^^the things unseen" — ^between the now 
fsubdued, thoughtfiil, cleansed and purified chamber 
wUhinj and the noisy, sinful, dusty street without, 
full of glare, and full of vice, soon to be full of foemen. 
That is where she bound it — to her window. Oh 
let tAS all do the very same thing with our scarlet 
line of defence— Christ's precious Blood. 

Where shall I apply this ^^ safeguard of sal?a<- 
'^^ tion," you ask me ? '^ Where shall the sacred 
^^orifiamme of the Passion wave?" Shall it be 
stored up in the seat of some virtue I may possess 
— in some beautiful and costly box ; in the shrine 
of some natural grace of charity y or good nature^ or 
generosity y or sympathy ^ I am told by my friends I 
.possess ? 

NOy dear brethren, not so ; approach thy Lord's 
-Cross ; climb up into that Holy tree of suffering — 
And unwind the red line of His Holy Blood to-night 
and taking it away with thee be bold with it. 
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(a) Let it stream over the seat of your besetting sin. 

(b) Over the circumstances of your daily life most 
exposed to sin. 

((?) Over the friends' conversation where words of 
impurity and worldliness are most likely to be 
heard. 

(rf) On that very spot in your soul's life, where 
it may be called most defenceless — where Satan is 
most apt to clime— ^^^ place the Precious Blood : 
over the person, the time, the place, most dangerous 
to your holiness — there let the Divine Talisman of 
Christ's Blood be ever shed, let the crimson banner 
of His Love wave forth : there in the very night 
wind of Sin and Passion, let it dare thy besetting 
sin to approach — ^the enemy to do thee harm — as 
you are tempted to sin, sanctified by His red Blood 
you will exclaim, ^' how can I, so forgiven, so sin 
^* again." In a word, where weakest — His Blood 
shall make you strongest — at the ndndow shall hang 
the safeguard! 

Lastly \ notice how Bahab fastened this scarlet 
line; she bound it. It became, henceforth, as it 
were an inseparable condition of that window 
of hers— a very part of it The people pass- 
ing by would see it, "clearly something," they 
would say, " has happened in that harlot's 
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"house ; see over the window, fast botuad, is ever 
" streaming a scarlet thread." It was a very per- 
severing thread; night and day it clung there, 
for was it not bound there ? night and day it was 
on guard there, always ready for the foe, " ready, 
"aye, ready" as the warrior of old said to his king ; 
so said Bahab to her dear Lord, as she closed 
her eyes each night. It was in a word a very part 
of herself and her surroundings ; she got to love 
its bright thread hanging in her window ; it seemed 
to make the night safer ; the sunshine ruddier. So 
let it be with us, 

" I will go to Calvary, to-night," say you. " There 
" I will gain the scarlet line of Jesus' blood. And 
" receiving it, let it fall over my sins ; in the place 
" of my weakest defence ; the outlet where sin is the 
" most sure again to come ; in my conversation with 
*^ others ; my deeds in the world ; my trade ; my 
" family ; in my secret thoughts ; there it shall 
" hang." 

Ah, dear friends, but though this be a glorious 
resolve for you and for me to make this Passiontide, 
don't let us forget besides haw to fasten this Precious 
Blood to our souls. — Bahab bound her scarlet line : 
How can you and I do that? Isn't it by not 
letting the Passion of Christ be a mere passing 
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event; isn't^ it bjr 8e6iii]g> that its red woof ig 
twisted' ill amdotit of all life's ovooatioiis ; isn^t it 
by seeiixgt that the Blood of Jesas suiotifjr ^Hbe 
"window^' — the ontwardiife— as well as the room 
within^ — the spiritual life of otir sohI? ThatyoQ 
aa:e not to let this Hbly Thread merely fall above 
yonr sohI in Churchy or on Sunday; or in Lent; 
or in Absolution; but take it with yon to joxa 
daily work. Bind it^ weam it in your tradesmarCs 
ledger — so shall it make you mere heneet. Bind it 
on your merchant's bills of lading and exchange, 
so that it makes you more upright, and leee 
worldly. Bind it on the wings of your sacraments 
and prayer 89 so shall it make them less eartkfy. 

And what then? Why then it shall come to 
pass when new spiritual foes strive to enter oar 
souls — Lent over and Easter past — they shall do us 
no evil : The Scarlet Line — the Blood of Jesus not 
idly used — but become woven in and out of our lives, 
shall be our perfect safeguard : our eternal redemp- 
tion. The white angels shall march through the 
city of this world, it shall become Christ's — all evil 
shall be done away — ^but sinners though we be— 
His Passion and His Blood shall save us among the 
saints. Amen. 



I'Jtti 



IX. 



CO LD . 
(Fob Holt Wees, ob Maundt Thubsday.) 



S. John zvnz. 18. 
" It ioaa cold.** 



THE simple langnage used in the Bible veils the 
greatest mysteries. If this be true it is es- 
pecially so in these Qospelff for Holy Week. It is so 
in the present case : the Evangelist embodies in 
three little words, a fact, to the unthinking so 
simple that it would have been passed entirely by ; 
even to a devout and thoughtful mind would have 
been considered almost a trivial matter to note, while 
the great tragedy of Christ's " Passion play" is being 
placed before mankind, and yet, considered, teaches 
us a useful lesson for this holy Season. Not that S« 
John does not fully realize what a stupendous trial 
he is about to narrate-^-oh no, indeed — ^he goes back 
in memory, and can hear even now echoing in his 
ear the shouts of the men who came through the pale 
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olive groves of Gethsemane, to lead away his Lord. 
This blessed Evangelist feels deeply all this as he 
writes ; liis tears fall thickly on his parchment 
roll as he pens the wondrous story of that night ; 
he feels intensely the great spiritual realities he is 
touching upon, but yet — ^to emphasize the fact, to 
try and touch his readers' hearts, to recall to another 
soul in the long ages his own feelings on that 
Passion Vigil — ^he turns, not to the mournful cries of 
the faithful, not to the shouts of those who revile 
this betrayed One, but to the world of nature, and 
sums up the whole misery of those miserable 
hours by writing — " It was cold." 

Ah, beloved, when I read these three words what 
a revelation dawns on me. I, too, with loving S. 
John and faltering Peter would follow to-night my 
Blessed Lord : — 

^^It is cold." Yes the snow falls thickly on 
my head as I hurry after the great crowd whose 
lanterns are glimmering through the leafless 
olives. The cold winds from the hills yonder, over 
Moriah, catch my breath as I press eagerly on to 
the judgment hall. The frost freezes my fingers as 
I gather my cloak round me, but ah, what is this 
outward cold, though it he intense, to thaJt cold 
which seems settling on my very souL 1 look 
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round and ask^ '^ where are the crowds that once 
" hung on the sweet words of this captive Jesus ?" 
With all a Peter's foolishness of zeal, I wonder no 
swords flash in the light of these lanterns, and show 
how some are prepared to defend their Lord, if need 
be, with life. Where is Zacchaeus who entertained 
Him; Simon who feasted Him; Nicodemus who 
once talked so earnestly with Him ? 

The bitter wind, it is true, blows down the hills, 
the air is frosty, it is very cold in nature, but when 
all this apathy of human hearts floods oyer my soul, 
I know this outward cold symbolises but a far more 
intense cold in the spiritual world. — It is cold in the 
hearts of men — L(yoe is cold. 

Yes, love is cold I so she stretches forth no hand 
to-day to rescue Divine Love from His cruel foes. 
Love is cold I so she sits silently by, letting the 
imjust prevail, the Just be led to trial. 

Have you ever seen what a diflerence the frost in 
a single night makes to everything it touches. The 
graceful little wayside flowers become rigid and 
numb ; all the colours die on the face of the late 
Autumn rose ; the petals of the geranium become in 
an instant dark ; the clear pools of water which 
reflected at our feet the blue sky, become in a night 
no longer full of beauty and sunlight, but hard, 
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callous, iced over. So with love turned cold, love 
chilled by sin, with men's love to-night. 

And, notice, my friends, all this in nature be- 
comes more apparent, just in proportion as we have 
the freshest recollection of what she was be/are. 

So with love when cold to Jesus. What makes the 
hours of the Passion so essentially sad ? Is it not 
the very clear recollection of the warm love to Him, 
that once swayed the multitude who yelled out. Cru- 
cify Him, Crucify Him ? It is so with all fallen things. 
What is the intense sadness of fallen mankind ? Is 
it not the remembrance of Adam when he stood 
up perfectly beautiful and sinless in the garden at 
Eden ? What is the intense sadness of those sad 
forms we see fluttering like ghosts at night along 
the pavements of our great towns ? Is it not the 
remembrance that they were once pure and simple 
as our own little sisters at home? What is the sad- 
ness of a faded rose — ^a faded letter — is it not the 
remembrance of the hour, when fresh and fair they 
were placed in our keeping ? 

Oh, beloved then, I pray you, look and see if 
your love is cold. And see if that be so by a 
frost having happened to love, by a transition of 
her whole nature. See if your love that melted 
long since to the touch of Jesus' love, has become 



^MiUoas by contact with the hard world, frozen over 
by apathy of living, chilled into a mere religion of 
the head and not of the heart. See if there still be 
in you that old faith which once, in a Lent long ago^ 
Iroaght you in tears to confession — ^in mighty sor- 
row to the foot of the Cross, or whether it be 
departed. See if yoar deep, sweet, enthnsiastic faith 
in the Ornoified be past away. — Oh see if your love 
to Him be cold. 

Tou know when a fire is lighted on the hard 
surface of some frozen lake, it hoksi warm and 
bright to the passers by, but all the time while it 
looks so, it is in a sense a deception. The hard, 
4K)ld surface of the material it rests on, prevents it, 
in the least, warming the cold waters beneath — 
touching their ice-cold. See if it be so, beloved, 
with your hard hearts : 

True, the Passion of Christ's Love burns now 
brightly over them ; devout you seem ; you come 
and kneel beside Him in the outward worship of His 
own. The fire ^^^m^ kindled, but oh, is the material 
it rests on, letting Christ's Passion for you, bright 
though it shine — ^kindled though it be — be a useless 
thing ? Is your heart's surface ^o cold, %o worldly, 
^o hard, that the great issues of your life are still 
untouched : your whole inner life is still unchanged ? 
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II. But observe, beloved, as now, so of old, it 
was at the time the world was so cold to Him that 
Christ's Crucifixion became a possible fact. As 
the natural world, the work of this Blessed Ee- 
deemer, seemed unable to help Him, Evil became 
able to touch Him. Directly His greatest cre- 
ation in the supernatural world — man's soul — 
became cold, the natural world fitly became so too, 
and symbolised it both by the intense darkness of to- 
night, and by the chill blasts of her winds. So now 
with us ; it is the coldness of our love that makes 
Christ being crucified again not only possible, but 
an ever recurring fact : 

Does anyone in this Church sigh to-day as he 
looks into his heart and sees it no purer, no holier, 
no more true than last Lent ? Does he daily have 
to kneel down at night, and confess, as he reviews 
the events of the day past, that, by passion given 
way, lust un quelled, prayers unsaid, pride unex- 
tinguished, Jesus has been again crucified by him ? 
Does any one such cry out and say, " Oh, why am 
'*I thus permitted to act, why thus to fall?'' 
Shall I tell you ? The reason is that your love is 
cold. Yes, thus it is that Christ's crucifixion is still 
daily taking place ; not that thousands are not 
living who do not profess to be His, but that so few 



COLD. 69 

among those who do profess to be His are not cold 
at heart. 

What profit, think you, that an army be drawn 
op in defence of a town if their fingers are so frozen 
that they cannot pull the triggers of their guns? 
What profit that a thousand men march under their 
lord's banner, in uniform outwardly his, if in 
their hearts, there beats no loyalty, no love, no true 
devotion to his cause? A handful of earnest, enthu- 
siastic soldiers, animated with love to their leader, 
would undertake to put such an army to flight. 
Satan undertakes to do the same, and for the same 
reason he succeeds. 

The passion of lust burns fiercely in a man's 
soul — it is in earnest — it finds no corresponding 
passion of holy love as its antidote, it puts to fiight 
a soul merely full of lifeless good intentions, the 
man therefore falls. The passion of worldliness 
assails a man's soul, it may be a very little 
seed, only a secret wish, a hidden desire, but 
then it is in earnest : full of vitality, it conquers 
you, foTyou are not in earnest, your heart and soul is 
cold, you are easily vanquished, therefore, and you 
fall. 

Oh, beloved I think then on these things, examine 
yourselves very earnestly and see, if, there be in you 
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any resemblance to that night of old, in your 
hearts' coldness and hardness towards God. See 
if this be the reason why your Lord's crucifixion by 
you is not often possible, but indeed a fact, so that 
daily, lust and envy, hate and worldliness, lay their 
unhallowed hands on your Lord, because while they 
are so in earnest, so hot, you are so cold and 
apathetic. 

Do you know what they do in America to stop a 
great prairie fire ? They set up a counter-fire; these 
two fires meet; the most earnest of them, the 
greatest and the widest kindled, conquers the other. 
Oh resolve you will light that counter-fire of love, 
for that alone shall stop the deadly fire of sin. It 
shall engulph it, it shall destroy it. No longer 
shall your guardian Angel note that your love is 
cold, but with joy he shall confess ^* it was cold, 
" but now is kindled by Christ's love ;" and thi» 
dear Lord through your coldness shall no more be 
crucified on the Cross, but you yourself, oh miracle 
of grace I enflamed by the ardour of your love shall 
ascend Mount Calvary, and crucify the whole body 
of sin unto God. 



Sermon X. 



THE GREAT MEDITATION. 
(Good Friday.) 

Gbnesis XXIV. 63. 
" And Isaac Momt out to meditate in tkejield at eventide*^ 

EVENTIDE is always a solemn time : the crisis 
of basy active day has arrived ; those hearts 
which were sad at the dawning, are almost sure to 
be sadder when the shadows fall ; those of you who 
began to wrestle at break of day with besetting sin, 
are far more weary now — all the petty vexations of 
the day, its bitter insults, its hard reverses, its 
heart-burnings, are crowned by its close. Evening 
was a fitting time then to symbolise the hour when, 
from the bosom of the Father, the Lord of Life 
went forth to seek and to save. 

But what a time to choose, beloved I Faith in 
morality darkened over ; love, even to the Human, 
perverted; all nations growing in deeper sin, in 
deeper twilight, at this their darkest eventide of 
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misery and sin, to come forth from that fadeless 
Land — to pace froni the celestial home above, down 
the winding ages of sin and sorrow, till one day 
the world woke up to see, 'mid its setting light, 
One greater than its wisest going forth into its 
wide field to meditate on its destiny, to redeem it, 
and to bless it. 

But if that were so, beloved, and much might be 
said on that ** going forth," to-day calls ns to con- 
template the same Jesus going forth, even in a 
nearer and dearer way. 

That was a dread going forth, and a wondrous medi- 
tation of His, which as a little Child last Christmas 
Day He undertook ; but yet the darkness that now 
shuts in this sky of ours : all these strange sounds of 
an awe-stricken creation : through the deep shadows 
all these white-robed saints who are seen of many 
risen : the pale frightened faces of Mary, the Lord's 
mother: of the repentant Magdalene: and the loving 
St. John : these all tell me that my Lord, " whose 
"goings forth have been from everlasting," has, at 
this eventide of His life below, gone forth in our 
midst in even a more solemn way. 

Oh I beloved, do you know how? 

I met Him — it was up the steep way — an hour or 
so ago, that leads from the city to Mount Calvary. 
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It was in the way to that " Field" — that field which 
€veiy battle-field seems but a very shadow of— the 
Field of Blood I I met Him and His brow was no 
longer smooth and white, like the brow of Him who 
was loved so fondly by a Virgin Mother, it was torn, 
it was bleeding, from a strange crown of thorns some 
had in derision placed above It. His lips were no 
longer opened in a wondrous flow of eloquence, that 
made the wise men even wonder, whence such elo- 
quence was bom ; but dry and pale His tongue clove 
to the roof of His mouth. His feet, those beautiful 
Feet that carried through the green fields of Judah 
the message of the gospel of peace, were now 
wounded and weary, dusty, and very footsore, 
tracked by the rough stones and the heated rocks 
of Golgotha. His comely vesture was all frayed 
and torn — a robe of mockery covered the shoulders 
that throbbed beneath a cross. 

Thus, beloved, it is to-day, we meet our Jesus. 

It is thus, " going forth " and bearing His Cross, 
I met this true Isaac of our souls. It is in this 
strange fashion that Jesus is found at the eventide 
of His life, on the last day of His life, goiug forth 
into the field called Aceldama to meditate. To 
meditate? Yes, even so, and what a strange medita- 
tion I It is one that never before and never hereafter 
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eaa be repeated ; the very saddest and yet the very 
sweetest; the very longest, and the very hardest, that 
ever conld be entered npon by Man. 

It is a meditation npon sinj yet not on His own 
sins, bnt on onrs. 

He goes forth ; ah, see Him, this loving, this alU 
sinless Savionr I — deeper and deeper the long shadows 
gather, deeper and deeper the darkness creeps over 
His thorn-crowned Head, and a deeper eventide, a 
denser darkness fills His sonl as now in the great 
Field of the Cross He stands, for He meditates on 
the sins of the whole world. 

Yes, my friends, it is i^Aw that makes His brow 
grow thick-beaded with the death agony. It is thi9 
which makes the cruel nails more cruel ; the sharp 
thorns more sharp ; the Gross harder to bear — Hi» 
meditation so exceeding bitter — He meditates on 
sin, therefore on you and me. 

In suffering, you know, if we can cast our minds 
over the kindnesses of others, their words of loving 
sympathy, their deeds of gentle sweetness, it does 
much to help us to bear the pain. Alas, my Jesus, 
to-day Thoti hast none of these kind memories of 
the past to fall back on ! Thy meditation but in- 
creases tenfold Thy agony. 

Surging up into His soul comes the remembrance 
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of all our base ingratitades, of oar deliberate sins^ 
of oar witting desertions ; beholdiag in His mind all 
these things, where is the comfort? Oh mockery of 
sweet remembrance, it is an agony intensified! 
Gazing, while the pain grows more awful, the 
thorns more sharp, the heat more intolerable, on 
those thousands of thousands who, though He now 
dies to place salvation in their grasp, will have to 
suffer for ages for its deliberate rejection, do you 
wonder he exclaims " I thirst ?" 

Do you wonder, beloved, that this " going forth"^ 
of His, at the eventide of His Passion, in order to 
meditate on us, is one of the most cruel tortures He 
can pass through to-day ? 

And yet — and this is what I want you all to take 
away as a thought to move you to repentance to-day, 
as a thought of ineffable rest to your weary souls — 
as to-day you go home "beating your breasts" — 
His last thotightsofyoUy notwithstanding^ are tJumghJts 
oflavet 

You know if a sailor lad has ron away from home, 
and after many long years returned to the old village, 
and sought his mother, and they tell him she is 
dead, how eagerly, even before he seeks her grave, 
he asks, " What were her last words of me, did she 
<< remember me though I had so sinned against 
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**her, did she forgive me, did she love me?" 

You know, beloved, if you yourselves have ever 
erred, and spoken harshly of a friend, and that 
friend has been stricken sorely by illness, how you 
watch — ^yes, above every throb of the new life 
returning — to hear that friend's verdict on your 
conduct, if still he can call you ^ friend,' and clasp 
your hand. Well, beloved, one by one has Jesus 
gone through, in His Meditation on the Cross, our 
flins, our thoughts, our words, and deeds — 

(a) He has foreseen the boy who, though baptized 
His, is using words of impurity and profanity. 

(i) He has foreseen the girly who has, day after day, 
added another thorn to His crown by her vanity and 
immodesty. 

(c) He has foreseen each unfair dealing of the mer- 
chant who sits yonder ; each sharp practice of the 
lawyer ; each unfair fortune made by the speculator. 

{d) He has foreseen those who should have been 
shepherds of His faithful, neglecting their charge ; 
those who should have loved His One Faith reviling 
those who do — all these things He has gone through 
to-day, one by one. Yes, His meditation has been 
very searching, it has entered into your most secret 
feults — things His mind alone could see — spots and 
defects even in His most-loved children ; all He has 
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seen in this long, this agonised meditation of His — 
and what is the result ? Do you want to know what 
is the verdict from the judgment seat of His cross ? 
^Are His hands still stretched forth to bless you, as He 
* has read your life through and through ? — ^are His 
*lips so dry they cannot speak to you? — His eyes so 
' dim they cannot look on such as you ?' — nay, though 
His meditation of you has been to-day so searching, 
oh hear nevertheless the verdict He pronounces, the 
message from His cross, most lovely, most touch- 
ing — " He still loves you." 

Tes He knows us ; He has seen all our sins : every 
secret one has been brought to His mind to-day — ^but, 
oh what a blessed thought for us all, as we see the 
light dying out of His holy eyes— oh what a mes- 
sage from His death-cross^ to move us all to serve 
Him better— oh what a message from the field where 
He has gone forth to meditate on our sins — " He 
" still loves us." 

Yes, beloved, others, by cruel treatment, may be 
weaned from being your friends — Jesm never; 
others by base ingratitude may at last be set against 
you — but Sis is a deeper love than even a mother's 
— our meditation of Him indeed shall be sweet — 
for when our sins, to-day, press on His soul — when 
our hands pierce His side with the lance of besetting 
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sin — ^in the veiy field of blood — ^in the darkest shadows 
of His meditatioQ — ^this is His Prayer, grand 
pathetic, most beaatifal, going np through the long 
Jiges for us all from that Cross — ^^ Father forgiye 
'' them." 

''Then why, O blessed Jesa GhriBty 

-Shooldl not lore Tliee wdl P 
Not for ihe sake of winning heaven, 

Kor of escaping hell ; 
Not from the hope of gaining aught, 

Nor seeking a reward ; 
But as Thyself hast loT^d me^ 

O eyer-lOTing Lord 1 



SKRMON XI. 

THE EASTER VICTORY. 
(Easteb Dat.) 



Judges xyi. 8. 
" And Samson lay till midnight^ and arose at midnight,** 

TO-DAY occurred the greatest victory in the 
world ; yet how quietly it took place. See, 
l)eloyed, how exactly foreshadowed is this quiet 
victory in Samson's of old. 

Yon are in Gaza ; it is in that short interval 
between the death of one day, the birth of another. 
The merchants from Tyre have left their stalls long 
since, and gone home; the stout bowmen from 
Ascalon are in yonder guardhouse, stretched on the 
trough benches asleep; the proud lord who rules 
^his great city has risen himself from the banquet ; 
the garlands of his carousal lie withering ; the 
last guest has departed ; he himself for a moment, 
•ere he goes to rest, throws open the casement and 
looks down into the long winding street, now flooded 
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by moonlight* Bat he isn't thinking of the beauty of 
the night ; he is pondering on a message his armour* 
bearer has brought him an hour or two ago, of how 
his great enemy lies as a very prey in his hand in 
a dark, and lowly house in his town, and his heart 
beats high as he thinks how well this enemy is 
secured; the very house guarded by a score of lusty 
spearmen ; the door marked with his own signet. 
Yes, all is very quiet in city and house ; only far 
off the musical beat of the waves falling on the 
beach — who would have thought this a time to win 
a victory, yet so it was — "that Samson lay till 
" midnight, and arose at midnight " — all seemed so 
^aje; the house guarded; the door marked; the 
ingress and egress stopped up by the enemy ; yet 
even now is rising up in this guarded house the 
mighty sleeper to go forth, and conquer. 

Ah, dear friends, and so, thank His grace, rose 
up at the very midnight of death and life for you 
and me to-day, a more mighty Sleeper, to win in an 
hour most unexpected, in a time most quiet, over 
death and hell, a still greater victory. 

The last hours of Good Friday have slipped by r 
the long day of Easter Eve is over : Caiaphas and 
Annas, Pilate and the priests, have on this won- 
drous night gone to rest — ^not a thought in their 
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hearts, bat the glad thoaght that, as a dead and 
crucified malefactor, this great Disturber of their 
peace is lying in His dark grave at Rama ; the door 
marked with their signet ; a watch set ; a strong 
man indeed at last bound; the Philistine conqueror ; 
the enemies of Heaven triumphant. All too so 
quiet! onlj above, the silent stars looking down 
through the pale olives of the Counsellor ; only the 
night wind sighing through the tall pink oleanders 
that bloom outside this rock-hewn house of slumber. 
Even the crossbill that had hovered by His Cross all 
that long Friday passed — flown away ; not a bird 
astir. The Roman guard, it is true, still there, but 
their last rude jokes made, the camp fire burnt low, 
muffled in their great cloaks, all asleep except one 
lonely sentry — all, all is very silent, all seems very 
secure ; but at this very epoch rises up the great 
Victor — Jesus. He slept ; yea, who shall deny it, 
till midnight ; but oh, glad, sweet message of to-day, 
who can deny that too — Jesus arose at midnight. 

Thus, you see, most quietly, when everything seemed 
against it, the Resurrection Victory came about, 
and does not that fact teach us some great Easter 
lessons ? I think so — ^here is one. Perhaps some of 
you have prayed — earnestly, during these past Len- 
ten hours, that Gk)d would give you a mission for 

F 
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Him— a wide sphere of active, busy toil in the 
world for Him : well, to-day has come, but you seem 
to have received no answer to that prayer. You 
are still in your quiet homc'life, doing no deeds of 
knight-errantry, but the prosaic little actions of 
still home life ; you wonder ; you are almost impa- 
tient ; ' where shall be the scene of your victories,' 
think you, * for Christ ?' ah, beloved, the story of 
the Resurrection — the still quietness when its 
victory was won — ^seems to me to have a message 
for you. A victory for Him shall be won— but won 
in the quiet — in the uneventful hours of a still life 
— at home — in the shadows — the New life shall 
wake up and prevail. 

Then there is another lesson this quiet Victory 
seems to teach — perhaps we are impatient that 
our dear Lord does not seem to do more for 
those who are trying to spread the old Faith 
in England once more, all seems against it — 
there is the gaard set by the State, there is the 
signet on the stone, * why does He not rise up — if He 
' IS risen in our midst — with a great noise, and pro- 
* claim clearly " the thing is from God." ' 

Oh, beautiful, quiet Resurrection ! thou seemest 
to teach us impatient ones rather to expect a quiet- 
ness shall precede, as of old, His own Victory ; that 
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the Lord of the New life wills rather, that it should 
rise up, and show itself in semi-darkness at first ; in 
shadows, in great stillness ; so that when all seems 
against hope, all shall be noiselessly preparing for 
the Victory. But if so, note, beloved, one thing 
more ; though the victory of Jesus, and the victory 
of His prototype — Samson — ^took place so quietly^ 
both were no less effectual. Samson arose and 
Jesus arose for a purpose, and though it was set 
about so quietly, it YfBJAjully achieved. 

Quick through the open door, sped, of old, 
this strong man of Israel; silently he passed 
through their midst, no one of his enemies was 
stirring — as with his heart beating high with God- 
given grace, his body endowed with marvellous 
strength, his lips tightly compressed, the red light 
of dawn already glowing on his beautiful face — He 
csxae to the dark wall of Gaza ; it was in his path ; 
true awhile ago a laro door had shut him in, a guard 
kept watch — now^ nothing was to stay him whom 
the Lord of Hosts had raised from slumber — all 
was to go down before him : all ! it was to be an 
effectual victory. Samson lay till midnight, and 
arose at midnight and took the doors of the gate of 
the city and the two posts, and went away with 
them, bar and ally and put them on his shoulders ! 
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And SO with our Jesus — think you, though so 
quiet, that this morning there is to be for us no 
effectual victory wrought ? " oh fools, and slow of 
"heart, not to believe all that the prophets have 
spoken" — ^lo He whom anon, the sealed stone and 
the set watch kept, comes Jorthy and as He meets 
with death and sorrow, hell and sin, in you and in 
the world, He wrests from them their very door- 
posts, 80 that this is the glad sweet Easter message 
to us all. This is the message that, frightened and 
terrified, the enemies of our fallen nature, as they 
lie at His feet as dead to-day, shall hear — " I am He 
" that liveth, and was dead — ^behold I am alive again 
"for evermore, amen, and have the keys of hell 
« and death." 

What more ? only this — what though then in 
quietness He works in our midst, shall we fear 
His work shall be, for that reason, less effectual 
than it was of old, or bring us a lesser victory ? 
What though in your soul and mine— long hours, 
yea, months and years slip by, and Lent follows 
Lent, and Easter, Easter, and hope seems against 
hope ; so evil seems the heart within ; so hard the 
battle still with sin, and all the while so silentj He 
seems so still and sleeping — only see we have in 
the Sepulchre of our Hearts — His Eucharistic 
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Presence — shall we doubt for a moment, bat, that 
at the last we shall indeed arise to work an effectual 
Tictory ? Long years may roll by ; it may be dark ; 
Death may seem almost triumphant ; Sia victo- 
rious ; but though it be long waited for, One shall 
eome, and as the Easter of Life breaks above us, 
whisper in our ears, " Fear not, the victory is indeed 
^* Mine, for I have the keys of Death and Hell." 
Again, what though in much quietness He works 
to-day in His revived Church, shall we the less 
imagine that His work will be an effectual one? 
Nay, this new life springing up — quietly though it 
springs — here in a little village, here in a faithful 
soul, shall be the sure preface to a perfect victory. 
He shall arise and shall come to the wall that divides 
US from the Saints of old : He shall come to the 
gates that earthly policy has set up, and, like the 
strong man of old, shall work for His beloved an 
^fectualYictOTYj carrying away on His pierced shoul- 
ders every bar and bolt that checks His triumphant 
progress, for though <^ Samson lay till midnight," 
^^ Samson arose at midnight, and took the doors of 
'^ the gate of the city, and the two posts, and went 
^' away with them, bar and all, and put them on his 
^* shoulders." Alleluia I 
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JACOBS LADDER. 
(Festival of the Ascension.) 

GSNBSIB zxTin. 12. 

" And he dreamed^ and behold a ladder Hit upon the earthy and the tep' 
ef it reached to ffeaven : and behold the angels of Ood ascending 
emd descending on it," 

EVER since Christmas day we have been led to 
contemplate, one by one, the mysteries of our 
Lord's life and death — to-day we arrive at the 
highest point of all in the mysteries ; to-day a more 
glorious vision, than even that which came to as on 
Easter morning, is revealed to us. We must lift 
our eyes from the Manger, the Wilderness, the 
Cross, the Grave, the Resurrection — ^and view the 
vision of the opening Heavens. 

We are like Jacob at Haran. If he looked for- 
ward to the mystery of the Ascension, we, through 
Him, can look back at it 

L Notice to whom this vision of Angels was 
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revealed — ^to no mild ascetic, to no recluse, to no 
idle dreamer — ^but, to a man full of busy life, with 
a great end in view — to accomplish a task before 
him ; in a word, to a pilgrim, to one who had given 
np much, to one fleeing from the grasp of a stern 
foe, who sought to deprive him of his most valued 
possession — ^his birthright. 

So came the dawn of this Festival, more than 
1800 years ago, to the Apostolic band, even to 
pilgrims, to men who had left houses and kindred, 
wives and children, for the sake of pursuing one 
great end, in order to throw in their lot with a 
certain great Traveller, journeying from earth to 
Heaven — to Peter who had left his fishing nets, to 
Matthew who had left his receipt of custom, to 
Nathanael, who had left his pleasant gardens — ^and to 
many another who stood on the Mount of Olives that 
first Ascension day ; but, whatever their former pur- 
suits, to pilgrims, to earnest men, men with a purpose 
— BO to-day, if you and I are living a life true to 
our Baptismal vows, this vision of Promised Best 
comes to us, to all who need it ; to workers, to those 
who, for the sake of its promise, have given up, 
and are prepared to give up further, much — to pil- 
grims, to those who are fleeing from an Esau-sin, 
which would rob us of our most precious birthright, 
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the right bestowed at onr new birth in Baptism — 
the inheritance of the Kingdom of Heaven. 

But, then^ notice the time this all happened to 
Jacob : it was night when this vision prefiguring 
the great Mystery of the Ascension came to him ; 
all around, a sleeping world ; here and there only 
a shepherd watching his flocks by night; none 
beside Jacob looking up to this wondrous sky, full 
of ascending and descending angels — all asleep — 
in apathy, neglect, sloth. 

So now. It is the night, if not with all, with 
most men in our land to-day, with regard to this 
great Festival. How few attend the Ascension- 
tide services ! what neglect of its beautiful lessons 
of unworldliness I — it is the very night with them — 
rocked to slumber by the world, the flesh, and the 
devil, they sleep the sleep of apathy. 

It is the night too of the Catholic Faith ; that is 
why we love this vision of Ascension-glory so well — 
it is a very vision that cometh in the night watches I 

Though our Lord, to-day, be now in the eveless 
day of Heaven, the Church militant is not; she 
still sits in shadows with her children, waiting the 
time which every returning festival of His Ascen- 
sion gives His promise of, when the eternal day of 
love shall dawn ; yes, brethren, it was night wiiih 
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Jacob and is night with us, while we view this bean- 
tifdl vision. 

Bnt^ then, amid all this impalpable shadow-life 
of doubt, of sin, of sorrow, does no fact happeu ? 
Oh, yes, a real fact, no earth-born dream, but a 
very vision of angels happened to Jacob — ^yet, 
observe, it was a supernatural fact alone — ^a vision 
out of the common course of nature, it was no every- 
day thing. Jacob could give no visible proof the 
next morning that it had happened, in that now 
cloudless sky of dawn — ^but he was no less sore of 
it ? He truly believed it ; he accepted it as a 
fact, to be lived up to, loved, and thought on over 
and over again, but a fact only to be realised by 
the soul — so he raised no earthly inscription but an 
altar — a heavenly symbol of unseen things. 

So with us : the great fact that the Church brings 
before you, beloved, to-day, is no uncertainty, born 
of no accretion to the true faith, no dream, or pious 
belief, to be held by some, discarded by others : bat 
a real fact ; yet a fact to be grasped by no natural 
means — only by eupemntural means — by your Faith. 

If ungodly men of old said of the signs of His 
Second Coming, " we see no signs of it," they can 
say so, they do say «o, of the fact of the Ascension^ 
which presages that future coming. 
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the right bestowed at our new birth in Baptism — 
the inheritance of the Kingdom of Heaven. 

But, then, notice the time this all happened to 
Jacob : it was night when this vision prefiguring 
the great Mystery of the Ascension came to him ; 
all around, a sleeping world ; here and there only 
a shepherd watching his flocks by night; none 
beside Jacob looking up to this wondrous sky, full 
of ascending and descending angels — all asleep— 
in apathy, neglect, sloth. 

So now. It is the night, if not with all, with 
most men in our land to-day, with regard to this 
great Festival. How few attend the Ascension- 
tide services I what neglect of its beautiful lessons 
of unworldliness I — it is the very night with them — 
rocked to slumber by the world, the flesh, and the 
devil, they sleep the sleep of apathy. 

It is the night too of the Catholic Faith ; that is 
why we love this vision of Ascension-glory so well — 
it is a very vision that cometh in the night watches I 

Though our Lord, to-day, be now in the eveless 
day of Heaven, the Church militant is not; she 
still sits in shadows with her children, waiting the 
time which every returning festival of His Ascen- 
sion gives His promise of, when the eternal day of 
love shall dawn ; yes, brethren, it was night with 
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tifiil vision. 
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"nt of the common conrse of nature, it was no every- 
^^S thing. Jacob conld give no visible proof the 
"^■^t morning that it had happened, in that now 
^«udleBB slty ot dawn— bnt he was no less snre of 
f^^ He tmly believed it; he accepted it as a 
J^^' to be lived up to, loved, and tbongM on over 
^T °'M again, bnt a fact only to be realised by 
^ ^o«i . . . . ^yy inscription bnt an 

nseen things, 
hat the Cbnroh bringa 
J no uncertainty, bom 
ith, no dream, or piooa 
icarded by others : bnt 
grasped by no natural 
means— by your Faith, 
lid ot the signs of His 
, signs ot it," tbey can 
e fact of the Ascension, 



90 JAOOJffS LADDER. 



If 70a had gone up the steep hill of Olives im- 
mediately after that event, no visible token woald 
betray the stupendoas fact of the Ascension ; the 
grass would wave as ever in that higher air — the 
olives cast their grey leaves — the very cloud which 
had just received Him out of your sight, would look 
the same as thousands of fleecy clouds which had 
gathered in that sky before. 

Tet the Ascension is a fact — ^but it is only a super- 
natural fact — ^grasped best by faith, though a fact 
of history — lifted up above all history— a vision, a 
revelation from Heaven. 

Well, if all this be so, if to Jacob there was a 
vision indeed, what did it consist of? What was 
the central object in it ? 

Something well-known, homely in itself, usaal, 
often seen before ; yet now, by its association, 
lifted up into the supernatural, glorified by the 
light cast over it by the opened heavens — ^ clothed 
upon ' and glorious by the ascending and descending 
angels, resting on earth, yet, resting too, upon 
Heaven — touchiDg with one end the Human, the 
other, the Divine I — a ladder, in a word, set up 
between Heaven and earth. 

My friends, we, too, have a kindred object to-day 
for adoration and love. It fills the whole vision of 
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the Ascension ; yet like Jacob's ladder, it is anr 
Object we have long been accustomed to look at as 
of the earth — ^homely, subject to roitgh usage, weak,- 
worn, and scarred — ^the Homanity of our dear Lord t 

Oh, wondrous vision of Ascension glory ! 'Tis 
the same Human Face, that, marred by sorrow, 
looked down from the Cross upon us on Good 
Friday ; but, though the same, it gazes upon u& 
now with a sorrowless beauty ineffable I 

These lips! they are the same sweet lips that 
grew so parched while that cruel day closed in ;■ 
but they speak to us no more of utter desolation 
— but of the thoughts of One whose Heart is filled 
with unutterable joy. 

These very wounds 1 They are still there, yet 
flooded by glory. His worn weary Body rests, as it 
were, still as man on earth : for still it is a perfectly 
Human body ; yet it rests too from to-day in Heaven. 
His glorified Body has its assumption. 

It is a Ladder I Yes, not lying prone, as it did 
on Good Friday, on the ground ; but it is a ladder, a 
way of communication, raised, exalted, with endless 
glory 'twixt earth and heaven. 

Oh, beloved, say do we sufficiently realise this ? — 
this, the great central object of our Ascension vision ? 
*— the present Humanity of Christ,and yet its glorified 
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character, fall of promises as it is to every devoat 
soul, who climbs to-day the Mount of Olives, and 
beholds it ascending unto Heaven. 

It is like Jacob's vision, a ladder crowded at once 
with ascending and descending angels. 

For what do these angels, who come to earth and 
tonch it, and again leave it and ascend into heaven, 
give ns the earnest of? 

Do they not typify two of the wondrous gifts of 
that Person of Christ, which is both Human and 
Divine in nature ? 

Bright ascending angel ! dost thou not pass through 
the golden gates above, and carry up from earth all 
the sighs and wants of weary sinful Jacob, and 
breathe them into the very ear of Heaven ? 

Glorious Humanity of Jesus I dost Thou not too 
ascend for us to-day, like an angel, and carry, by 
virtue of a kindred nature, all our sorrows to the 
all-Consoler ; so that not a grief can assail us, not 
a bodily pain can torment ns, but the sympathetic 
nature of Jesus feels it ; so that the ladder which 
joins the Church below with the Church above, is 
Human, very bone of our bone, and flesh of our 
flesh! 

Bright descending angel I ah, yes, did not one com.e 
from that bright Heaven to Jacob ; bend over <him 
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in his night of sorrow ; and carrying him the promise 
of the life that now is, and that which is to come, 
bring him strength divine, — the promise of God 
Himself, as his powerful Helper 1 

Glorious Divinity of Jesus 1 Does It not, too, 
inseparably linked with the Humanity, come from 
Heaven, and give us an assurance that Man — the 
ascended Lord most truly is, God also He is — is able 
to give us grace no man can give, glory no human 
heart can imagine ? In a word, the two natures of 
Christ bound inseparably together constitute for 
mankind, that all-sufflcient ladder set up to-day 
between Heaven and earth. 

Oh, perfect Ladder I touching earth, but also 
Heaven; raised in shame and sorrow on earthly 
Calvary, received with great joy into the heaven of 
heavens. Human, yet Divine ; all<-sympathetic, 
yet all-powerful ; each round cemented by tears, 
yet each step glorified by righteousness. 

Grant, Lord, that no useless gift may this be 
to us, but that by it, we may, in heart and mind, 
thither ascend, and with Christ the Son of God 
yet also the Son of Mary, continually dwell I 
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And BO with our Jesus — think you, though sa 
quiet, that this morning there is to be for us no 
effectual victory wrought ? " oh fools, and slow of 
"heart, not to believe all that the prophets have 
spoken" — ^lo He whom anon, the sealed stone and 
the set watch kept, comes Jorthj and as He meets 
with death and sorrow, hell and sin, in you and in 
the world, He wrests from them their very door- 
posts, so that this is the glad sweet Easter message 
to us all. This is the message that, frightened and 
terrified, the enemies of our fallen nature, as they 
lie at His feet as dead to-day, shall hear — " I am He 
" that liveth, and was dead — ^behold I am alive again 
"for evermore, amen, and have the keys of hell 
« and death." 

What more ? only this — what though then in 
quietness He works in our midst, shall we fear 
His work shall be, for that reason, less effectual 
than it was of old, or bring us a lesser victory ? 
What though in your soul and mine — long hours, 
yea, months and years slip by, and Lent follows 
Lent, and Easter, Easter, and hope seems against 
hope ; so evil seems the heart within ; so hard the 
battle still with sin, and all the while so silent j He 
seems so still and sleeping — only see we have in 
the Sepulchre of our Hearts — His Eucharistic 
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Presence — shall we doubt for a moment, but, that 
at the last we shall indeed arise to work an effectual 
victory ? Long years may roll by ; it may be dark ; 
Death may seem almost triumphant ; Sin victo- 
rious ; but though it be long waited for, One shall 
€ome, and as the Easter of Life breaks above us, 
whisper in our ears, " Fear not, the victory is indeed 
^* Mine, for I have the keys of Death and Hell." 
Again, what though in much quietness He works 
to-day in His revived Church, shall we the less 
imagine that His work will be an effectual one? 
Nay, this new life springing up— quietly though it 
springs — here in a little village, here in a faithful 
floul, shall be the sure preface to a perfect victory. 
He shall arise and shall come to the wall that divides 
us from the Saints of old : He shall come to the 
gates that earthly policy has set up, and, like the 
strong man of old, shall work for His beloved an 
^j^tf^wa^ victory, carrying away on His pierced shoul- 
ders every bar and bolt that checks His triumphant 
progress, for though " Samson lay till midnight," 
^^ Samson arose at midnight, and took the doors of 
'^ the gate of the city, and the two posts, and went 
^^ away with them, bar and all, and put them on his 
^* shoulders." Alleluia 1 
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And SO with our Jesus — think you, though sa 
quiet, that this morning there is to be for us no 
effectual victory wrought ? " oh fools, and slow of 
"heart, not to believe all that the prophets have 
spoken" — ^lo He whom anon, the sealed stone and 
the set watch kept, comes Jarthj and as He meet» 
with death and sorrow, hell and sin, in you and in 
the world. He wrests from them their very door- 
posts, so that this is the glad sweet Easter message 
to us all. This is the message that, frightened and 
terrified, the enemies of our fallen nature, as they 
lie at His feet as dead to-day, shall hear — " I am He 
" that liveth, and was dead — behold I am alive again 
"for evermore, amen, and have the keys of hell 
« and death." 

What more ? only this — what though then in 
quietness He works in our midst, shall we fear 
His work shall be, for that reason, less effectual 
than it was of old, or bring us a lesser victory ? 
What though in your soul and mine— long hours, 
yea, months and years slip by, and Lent follows 
Lent, and Easter, Easter, and hope seems against 
hope ; so evil seems the heart within ; so hard the 
battle still with sio, and all the while so silent y He 
seems so still and sleeping — only see we have in 
the Sepulchre of our Hearts — His Eucharistic 
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Presence — shall we doubt for a moment, but, that 
at the last we shall indeed arise to work an effectual 
victory ? Long years may roll by ; it may be dark ; 
Death may seem almost triamphant ; Sin victo- 
rious ; but though it be long waited for, One shall 
<X)me, and as the Easter of Life breaks above us, 
whisper in our ears, " Fear not, the victory is indeed 
^'Mine, for I have the keys of Death and Hell." 
Again, what though in much quietness He works 
to-day in His revived Church, shall we the less 
imagine that His work will be an effectual one? 
Nay, this new life springing up— quietly though it 
springs — here in a little village, here in a faithful 
floul, shall be the sure preface to a perfect victory. 
He shall arise and shall come to the wall that divides 
us from the Saints of old : He shall come to the 
gates that earthly policy has set up, and, like the 
strong man of old, shall work for His beloved an 
.^{?^wa/ victory, carrying away on His pierced shoul- 
ders every bar and bolt that checks His triumphant 
progress, for though " Samson lay till midnight," 
^^ Samson arose at midnight, and took the doors of 
'^ the gate of the city, and the two posts, and went 
^' away with them, bar and all, and put them on his 
^' shoulders." Alleluia ! 
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JACOBS LADDER. 
(Festival of the Ascension.) 

, I, ■■ — - — 

Gbnbsib zxTin. 12. 

" And he dreamed^ and behold a ladder set upon the earthy and the top^ 
ef it reached to Heaven : and behold the angels of Ood ascending 
mid descending on it!* 

EVER since Christmas day we have been led to 
contemplate, one by one, the mysteries of our 
Lord's life and death — to-day we arrive at the 
highest point of all in the mysteries ; to-day a more 
glorious vision, than even that which came to us on 
Easter morning, is revealed to us. We must lift 
our eyes from the Manger, the Wilderness, the 
Cross, the Grave, the Resurrection — ^and view the 
vision of the opening Heavens. 

We are like Jacob at Haran. If he looked for- 
ward to the mystery of the Ascension, we, through 
Him, can look back at it 

L Notice to whom this vision of Angels was 
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revealed — to no mild ascetic, to no reclase, to no 
idle dreamer — ^but, to a man fall of busy life, with 
a great end in view — to accomplish a task before 
him ; in a word, to a pilgrim, to one who had given 
np much, to one fleeing from the grasp of a stern 
foe, who sought to deprive him of his most valued 
possession — his birthright. 

So came the dawn of this Festival, more than 
1800 years ago, to the Apostolic band, even to 
pilgrims, to men who had left houses and kindred, 
wives and children, for the sake of pursuing one 
great end, in order to throw in their lot with a 
certain great Traveller, journeying from earth to 
Heaven — to Peter who had left his fishing nets, to 
Matthew who had left his receipt of custom, to 
Nathanael, who had left his pleasant gardens — and to 
many another who stood on the Mount of Olives that 
first Ascension day ; but, whatever their former pur- 
suits, to pilgrims, to earnest men, men with a purpose 
— so to-day, if you and I are living a life true to 
our Baptismal vows, this vision of Promised Best 
comes to us, to all who need it ; to workers, to those 
who, for the sake of its promise, have given up, 
and are prepared to give up further, much — to pil- 
grims, to those who are fleeing from an Esau-sin, 
which would rob us of our most precious birthright, 
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the right bestowed at our new birth in Baptism — 
the inheritance of the Kingdom of Heaven. 

Bnt, then, notice the time this all happened to 
Jacob : it was night when this vision prefiguring 
the great Mystery of the Ascension came to him ; 
all around, a sleeping world ; here and there only 
a shepherd watching his flocks by night; none 
beside Jacob looking up to this wondrous sky, full 
of ascending and descending angels — all asleep — 
in apathy, neglect, sloth. 

So now. It is the night, if not with all, with 
most men in our land to-day, with regard to this 
great Festival. How few attend the Ascension- 
tide services ! what neglect of its beautiful lessons 
of unworldliness 1 — it is the very night with them— 
rocked to slumber by the world, the flesh, and the 
devil, they sleep the sleep of apathy. 

It is the night too of the Catholic Faith ; that is 
why we love this vision of Ascension-glory so well — 
it is a very vision that cometh in the night watches I 

Though our Lord, to-day, be now in the eveless 
day of Heaven, the Church militant is not; she 
still sits in shadows with her children, waiting the 
time which every returning festival of His Ascen- 
sion gives His promise of, when the eternal day of 
love shall dawn ; yes, brethren, it was night with 
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Jacob and is night with ns, while we view this beaa- 
tifhl vision. 

Batj then^ amid all this impalpable shadow-life 
of doubt, of sin, of sorrow, does no fact happen ? 
Oh, yes, a real fact, no earth-born dream, but a 
very vision of angels happened to Jacob — ^yet, 
observe, it was a supernatural fact alone — a vision 
out of the common course of nature, it was no every- 
day thiog. Jacob could give no visible proof the 
next morning that it had happened, in that now 
cloudless sky of dawn — ^but he was no less sure of 
it? He truly believed it; he accepted it as a 
fact, to be lived up to, loved, and thought on over 
and over again, but a fact only to be realised by 
the soul— so he raised no earthly inscription but an 
altar — a heavenly symbol of unseen things. 

So with us : the great fact that the Church brings 
before you, beloved, to-day, is no uncertainty, bom 
of no accretion to the true faith, no dream, or pious 
belief, to be held by some, discarded by others : bat 
a real fact ; yet a fact to be grasped by no natural 
means — only by€upemntural means — by your Faith. 

If ungodly men of old said of the signs of His 
Second Coming, " we see no signs of it," they can 
say BO, they do say so, of the fact of the Ascension^ 
which presages that future coming. 
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daimed our adoration, that to tarn from all this^ 
Bweet worship of the Incarnate Word to that of the 
mysterious Spirit, is a strain. 

How are we to love Him whom we cannot see ? 
How are we to know He indeed is near us, whom 
we cannot discern with our eyes ? Has He indeed 
descended at Pentecost long ages ago for us ? What 
are the signs of His coming ? My friends, let the 
teaching of the wind come in. 

Do you doubt — though you have never seen it- 
there is a wind, a north, a south, a sweet west wind, 
a wind from the orient ? Nay, for you have done a 
very simple thing to test the wind's existence, you 
placed yourself in such a way that you have felt it. 
Felt it blowing on your heated face in summer, full 
of life : felt it by the sea shore, blowing on your 
wasted limbs after long sickness ; its work in streets 
around you, in flowers refreshed, nature revived and 
beautified, is proved by an even closer test, by its 
life-giving touch on yourself. 

So let us help ourselves to realise to-day the exist- 
ence of this blessed Person in the Trinity. Sight 
we cannot use, for no mortal eye can gaze on Hia 
celestial Face and live. These eyes of ours, dimmed 
with tears and sorrow, would be blinded by the 
vision of His glorious Beauty. Ah I but though 
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the Ascension ; yet like Jacob's ladder, it is anr 
Object we have long been accustomed to look at as 
of the earth — ^homely, subject to rotfgh usage, weak^^ 
worn, and scarred — ^the Humanity of our dear Lord I 

Oh, wondrous vision of Ascension glory I 'Tis 
the same Human Face, that, marred by sorrow^ 
looked down from the Cross upon us on Good 
Friday ; but, though the same, it gazes upon us- 
now with a sorrowless beauty ineffable I 

These lips! they are the same sweet lips that 
grew so parched while that cruel day closed inj 
but they speak to us no more of utter desolation 
— ^but of the thoughts of One whose Heart is filled 
with unutterable joy. 

These very wounds ! They are still there, yet 
flooded by glory. His worn weary Body rests, as it 
were, still as man on earth : for still it is a perfectly 
Human body ; yet it rests too from to-day in Heaven. 
His glorified Body has its assumption. 

It is a Ladder I Yes, not lying prone, as it did 
on Good Friday, on the ground ; but it is a ladder, a 
way of communication, raised, exalted, with endless 
glory 'twixt earth and heaven. 

Oh, beloved, say do we sufficiently realise this ? — 
this, the great central object of our Ascension vision ? 
—the present Humanity of Ghrist,and yet its glorified 
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THE GOSPELS CONTINUED. 
(Fob Asoeksiontidb.) 



Acts I. 1. 
'* AU that Jetui began both to do and teachJ' 

THE world is fall of incomplete works of art ; not 
a gallery but possesses sketches of some mighty 
<;onoeption never carried oat ; not a great writer's 
study but possesses scraps and fragments of works 
begun and never finished. And so^ perhaps, some 
of us take up our New Testaments this Ascen- 
montide, and sigh as we turn over the leaves of the 
beautiful history of Jesus of Nazareth, thinking we 
have lighted on one of the world's unfinished works. 
True, in the pages of this shortly recorded life, 
occur passages of wondrous sweetness, miracles of 
stupendous power, parables of deepest mysteries, 
but these things only, by their very beauty, make us 
long to know more. We sigh to know some of 
those other words and works of this wonderful Jesus 
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— which, if told, the beloved Evangelist himself 
Bfisnres ns, would more than fill the world; of 
which S. Luke informs ns, that what we do know, are 
really only the beginnings, the mere samples of 
the words and acts of this Great Master from Gali- 
lee. Our soul, with all her life-sorrows, yearns to 
know more of the work of Love, if this old pathetic 
i9tory is to be something more than a mere frag- 
ment of past history to her ; if it is to become — 
as it claims to be — a mighty, never-dying story of 
personal love, and personal beneficence, to every 
iioul that enters the arena of life, to conquer or to 
die. 

Well, beloved, how are we to answer the desire of 
our soul, this demand of hers, as she takes up the 
short record of the works and teaching of Jesus ? 
She feels circulating in her veins, the poison of 
a present fever of sin ; and she in her sickness and 
fiorrow, demands of the ambassadors of this Crucified 
Lord a present Life to be unfolded to her, a history 
even riow being written, a story not lived and wrought 
out in the dim ages of the past, but now having its 
pages filled up, and now able to speak of peace to the 
stricken and sad. Are we to let her tears fall in vain ? 
are we to tell her of One who indeed lived, and worked, 
and taught in the past, but whose Voice has long 
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And so with our Jesus — think you, though sa 
quiet, that this morning there is to be for us no 
effectual victory wrought ? " oh fools, and slow of 
"heart, not to believe all that the prophets have 
spoken" — ^lo He whom anon, the sealed stone and 
the set watch kept, comes Jarthj and as He meeta 
with death and sorrow, hell and sin, in you and in 
the world. He wrests from them their very door- 
posts, so that this is the glad sweet Easter message 
to us all. This is the message that, frightened and 
terrified, the enemies of our fallen nature, as they 
lie at His feet as dead to-day, shall hear — " I am He 
" that liveth, and was dead — behold I am alive again 
"for evermore, amen, and have the keys of hell 
" and death." 

What more ? only this — what though then in 
quietness He works in our midst, shall we fear 
His work shall be, for that reason, less effectual 
than it was of old, or bring us a lesser victory ? 
What though in your soul and mine— long hours, 
yea, months and years slip by, and Lent follows 
Lent, and Easter, Easter, and hope seems against 
hope ; so evil seems the heart within ; so hard the 
battle still with sin, and all the while so silent j He 
seems so still and sleeping — only see we have in 
the Sepulchre of our Hearts — His Eucharistic 
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Presence — shall we doabt for a moment, bat, that 
at the last we shall indeed arise to work an effectual 
victory ? Long years may roll by ; it may be dark ; 
Death may seem almost triumphant ; Sin victo- 
rious ; but though it be long waited for, One shall 
come, and as the Easter of Life breaks above us, 
whisper in our ears, " Fear not, the victory is indeed 
^* Mine, for 1 have the keys of Death and Hell/' 
Again, what though in much quietness He works 
to-day in Eds revived Church, shall we the less 
imagine that His work will be an effectuaX one? 
Nay, this new life springing up— quietly though it 
springs — here in a little village, here in a faithful 
i9oul, shall be the sure preface to a perfect victory. 
He shall arise and shall come to the wall that divides 
us from the Saints of old : He shall come to the 
gates that earthly policy has set up, and, like the 
strong man of old, shall work for His beloved an 
effectiiaW\Q,\xyrjy carrying away on His pierced shoul- 
ders every bar and bolt that checks His triumphant 
progress, for though <^ Samson lay till midnight," 
^^ Samson arose at midnight, and took the doors of 
'^ the gate of the city, and the two posts, and went 
^' away with them, bar and all, and put them on his 
^* shoulders.'' Alleluia I 
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JACOBS LADDER. 
(Festival of the Ascension.) 

GxMBSiB xxyni. 12. 

'' And he dreamed^ and behold a ladder set upon the earth, and the top^ 
•f f< reached to Heaven : and behold the angele of CM ascending 
eMd descending on it," 

EVER since Christmas day we have been led to 
contemplate, one by one, the mysteries of our 
Lord's life and death — to-day we arrive at the 
highest point of all in the mysteries ; to-day a more 
glorious vision, than even that which came to us on 
Easter morning, is revealed to us. We must lift 
our eyes from the Manger, the Wilderness, the 
Cross, the Grave, the Resurrection — and view the 
vision of the opening Heavens. 

We are like Jacob at Haran. If he looked for- 
ward to the mystery of the Ascension, we, through 
Him, can look back at it 

I. Notice to whom this vision of Angels was 
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revealed — to no mild ascetic, to no reclnse, to no 
idle dreamer — ^but, to a man full of busy life, with 
a great end in view — to accomplish a task before 
him ; in a word, to a pilgrim, to one who had given 
up much, to one fleeing from the grasp of a stern 
foe, who sought to deprive him of his most valued 
possession— his birthright. 

So came the dawn of this Festival, more than 
1800 years ago, to the Apostolic band, even to 
pilgrims, to men who had left houses and kindred, 
wives and children, for the sake of pursuing one 
great end, in order to throw in their lot with a 
certain great Traveller, journeying from earth to 
Heaven — to Peter who had left his fishing nets, to 
Matthew who had left his receipt of custom, to 
Nathanael, who had left his pleasant gardens — and to 
many another who stood on the Mount of Olives that 
first Ascension day ; but, whatever their former pur- 
suits, to pilgrims, to earnest men, men with a purpose 
— so to-day, if you and I are living a life true to 
our Baptismal vows, this vision of Promised Best 
comes to us, to all who need it ; to workers, to those 
who, for the sake of its promise, have given up, 
and are prepared to give up further, much — to pil- 
grims, to those who are fleeing from an Esau-sin, 
which would rob us of our most precious birthright, 
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fiin-^^in theveiy field of blood — ^in the darkest shadows 
of His meditatioa — this is His Prayer, grand 
pathetic, most beautiful, going up through the long 
ages for us all from that Gross — ^^ Father forgiye 
'' them," 

'*'^e& why, O Uesaed Jesa Christy 
-Shanld I not lore Thee weU P 
Not for the sake of winaing heaven, 

Kor of escaping heU ; 
Not from the hope of gaining aught, 

Nor seeking a reward ; 
Bat as Thyself hast lawhA. me^ 
O erer-lOTing Lord ! 



SKRMON XI. 

THE EASTER VICTORY. 
(Easteb Dat.) 



II 



JUDOIS XYI. 8. 

And Samton lay tiU midnight, and aroie at midnight.** 



TO-DAY occurred the greatest victory in the 
world ; yet how quietly it took place. See, 
Iseloyed, how exactly foreshadowed is this quiet 
victory in Samson's of old. 

Yon are in Gaza ; it is in that short interval 
between the death of one day, the birth of another. 
The merchants from Tyre have left their stalls long 
eince^ and gone home; the stout bowmen from 
Ascalon are in yonder guardhouse, stretched on the 
Yough benches asleep; the proud lord who rules 
this great city has risen himself from the banquet ; 
the garlands of his carousal lie withering ; the 
last guest has departed ; he himself for a moment^ 
•ere he goes to rest, throws open the casement and 
looks down into the long winding street, now flooded 
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daimed onr adoration^ that to turn from all thi» 
Bweet worship of the Incarnate Word to that of the 
mysterious Spirit, is a strain. 

How are we to love Him whom we cannot see ? 
How are we to know He indeed is near ns, whom 
we cannot discern with oar eyes ? Has He indeed 
descended at Pentecost long ages ago for us ? What 
are the signs of His coming ? My friends, let the 
teaching of the wind come in. 

Do you doubt — though you have never seen it- 
there is a wind, a north, a south, a sweet west wind, 
a wind from the orient ? Nay, for you have done & 
very simple thing to test the wind's existence, you 
placed yourself in such a way that you Aave felt it. 
Felt it blowing on your heated face in summer, full 
of life : felt it by the sea shore, blowing on your 
wasted limbs after long sickness ; its work in streets 
around you, in flowers refreshed, nature revived and 
beautified, is proved by an even closer test, by its 
life-giving touch on yourself. 

So let us help ourselves to realise to-day the exist- 
ence of this blessed Person in the Trinity. Sight 
we cannot nse, for no mortal eye can gaze on Hi» 
celestial Face and live. These eyes of ours, dimmed 
with tears and sorrow, would be blinded by the 
vision of His glorious Beauty. Ah I but though 
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Bight fails us, is all useless here ? No, dear friends, 
the touch is not, the manifest work of that life-* 
giving touch is not hidden. Are there not in our 
midst witnesses of His existence, feeble souls made 
strong, loveless souls made loving, a thousand works 
of His hidden power to rise up and sing on this 
Sunday in Pentecost the story of Him, of His 
blessed influences? 

Oh I beloved, it is thus we each have learnt to 
know whether " there be a Holy Ghost" By this 
simple test — as of the earthly wind, so of the 
Heavenly — though sight has failed us, touch has 
not, we have used that. 

Do you feel each one in your souls to-day His love 
at work, and so are convinced that,though unseen. He 
liveth as Love ? Do you feel in each year of your 
human lives. His Providence near you, and so are 
assured that, unseen though He be, the everlasting 
Ood is your refuge, underneath you the ever-« 
lasting arms ? Do you feel in the holy thoughts, 
in the earnest prayers that rise up in your heart — 
that that is a true thesis in your creed, believed 
in by a soul at no variance with the lip, learnt from 
experience--^^ I believe in the Holy Ghost, the Lord, 
<« and Giver of lifer 

IL But can the wind, besides teaching us to discern 
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the existence of the Blessed Spirit by His touch and 
His work, teach ns any other lessons concerning 
Him and His ? Oh yes I here is a beautifnl lesson 
too — We learn from the wind how eminently Catholic 
— ^in the best sense of the word — ^is this touch of 
God, this work of His. 

In olden times to gain the king's tonch for the 
Evil (a dreadfal disease that afflicted people's skin), 
those who lived in Yorkshire or Northamberland, 
or distant Wales, had to travel handreds of weary 
miles to bring their poor friends or little children 
nnder that royal tonch. Abroad, people take long 
pilgrimages to tonch the relics of some holy man or 
woman, in hope to gain health, and strength. 

But you need not thus take a long journey to find 
tkis Holy Touch I speak of to-day — this Worker 
of health, this Blessed Spirit of God. Look at the 
beautiful wind, what is freer than the wind ? In that 
freedom is to be found one of the things that constitute 
it's charm for us. It is so free, so universal. It sweeps 
over the purple moorland, it blows over the mountain 
tarns, it hurries oyer the great sounding ocean, it 
breathes softly through the flowers in the poor man's 
garden, it whispers through the broken arches of 
some beautiful old abbey, it murmurs gently as it 
enters the sick chamber. Without money, without 
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price, what is freer, more universal, more predons, 
than the beautifal wind ? 

Shall I tell yon? It is He of Whom it is a 
symbol, the great Gift of to-day, the wind from 
Heaven, God the Holy Spirit. 

Bat often in the country I have passed by little 
cottages, placed in the most beantifnl scenery, yet 
so dirty, so unhealthy ; little windows fast shut up, 
bolted, barred, when the little room is so hot and 
uncomfortable inside, but it need not be so, for out- 
side, the sweet mountain breezes, fall of life and 
health, are longing for a hand to open the window 
and let them in. 

Ah I it may be so with some of us this Sunday in 
Pentecost. The Wind from God's Presence, the 
beautiful Wind from off the hills of everlasting 
peace, all astir, blowing through the Church of God 
on earth, lighting on the heads of many saints, en- 
tering the houses of many of the faithfdl, blowing 
free, full of life and love, all round you, but your 
soul not feeling to-day a bit better for the gift of 
Whitsuntide, a bit happier, a bit holier, purer, traer I 
Do you know why ? (i.) Your window is not opened. 
Your soul is barred by the little bolt of some beset* 
ting sin. Oh throw that sin away, and hinder no 
longer the blessed inspirations of God the Holy 
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Spirit I (ii.) Your window is not opened, your 
heart is set hard and fast on the trivial things of 
earth. Oh throw those things out of the door, 
receive into your heart this great and good Gift — the 
Holy Spirit of our Father I (iii.) Your window is not 
opened, your mind is so full of noisy distractions, 
business, pleasures, cares of this life, no holy grace 
has an opportunity to make itself heard — it is like a 
room full of talkative people. Oh hush these to 
silence, and still your mind to-day to listen to the 
great Teacher from Jesus, so free and princely, the 
Holy Spirit ! 

Yes, dear friends, do not let us let the white flame 
of Pentecost sit on the heads of the twelve Apostles 
alone. Do not rest till you, and all your friends^ 
see it brighten above your head and your life. Do 
not let the wind of God shake alone the little Church 
at Jerusalem and those holy ones within to-day* 
Never rest till it shakes your life, whirling away 
like dead leaves your sins, purifying the dark 
corners of your hearts, so that men may see in 
each of you — though now they cannot see Him face 
to face — the life-giving touch, the manifest work 
of the Holy Spirit Himself — " Arise, north wind; 
'^ and come, thou south ; blow upon my garden, that 
^^ the spices thereof may flow out I" 



SERMON XV. 



THE REVELATION OF THE TRINITY. 
(Festival of the Holy Tbinitt.) 



Gbn. zTzn. 1, 2. 

**And he tat in the tent door in the heat of the day; and he lift up^ 
hie eyee and looked, and, lo, three men etood by him" 

SCATTERED up and down in the pages of our 
old Testaments we find dim foresbadowings 
of that mighty mystery of the Trinity we celebrate 
to-day. 

Dimly seen, like looking through a glass, it is true, 
yet the figures are there — the gracious Father, the 
tender Son, the ever Blessed Comforter ; here, aff 
the Spirit brooding over a world in chaos : there, as 
the Father consulting with His co-equals in glory con^ 
ceming man's creation : here, as the Captain of the 
Lord's host ; yet all showing broken into fragments, 
that perfect Image of Divinity which the Catholic 
Church contemplates to-day as she exclaims — 

<* Three in One and One in Thzee, 
Dimly here we worship Thee.** 
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Bat no passage brings these three mysterious 
Persons more clearly together in the Bible — ^no 
vision teaches us so plainly the mystery of Trinity 
Sunday, as the vision of Abraham — ^who, we read, 
^'as he sat in his tent door in the heat of the day ; 
^' snddenly lifted up his eyes, and, lo, three men 
'^ stood by him." And the circumstances of this 
vision, and the way it was displayed to Abraham 
teach us, brethren, the way we are to consider this 
holy mystery. 

Notice 1st. — ^The time of day when it happened — 
it was high noon ; the sun very hot in the Syrian 
sky : the ground very parched by hours of heat : 
the palms drooping their broad leaves for a breath 
of evening air. 

Over hill and dale, blue mountain and placid 
lake, the fiery sun of noontide beating down — it was 
at this juncture the vision of the three angels came 
to Abraham. And so for us, mystically, now, 
Christmas has long past with her departing snows ; 
Epiphany has gone by with her three kings ; Lent, 
with her discipline ; Easter and Ascensiontide have 
slipped by, so that the festival of the Holy Trinity 
comes to us in the very noontide of our ecclesias- 
tical year : nay, more, or that were a ppor lesson — 
it comes to the earnest of us in the very noontide of 



THE REVELATION OF THE TBUSTITY. lOt 

fiomething else— is it not of our battle against self, 
oar fight against sin, oar straggle with the world ? 
Yes, sorely, for that strife, first, perhaps, imagined 
in the quiet of Lent, has grown upon us, till 
suddenly, like Abraham, in the heat of our day, 
as we sit at the door of our spiritual tent, we sorely 
need a vision I a vision of no earthly loveliness, to 
brace up our failing strength ; a revelation, not of 
earth, but from the heaven of heavens, to animate 
us afresh ! 

For note, secondly — ^the posture that Abraham, 
our spiritual Father, is found in when the vision 
appears. He is found sitting, weary, worn, with 
the hot noontide, sitting at his tent door. 

And, oh, beloved I so to-day comes this blessed 
vision of beauty, this Trinity of Goodness — to a 
world (and to individual souls) weary, worn, and 
suffering. Weary ! for while we learn from the 
Church's lips that there is a Trinity of goodness, 
does not our life proclaim with its weary battles — 
the co-existence of a Trinity of evil ? — the world, 
the flesh, and the devil ? Weary I for as above there 
are Three Persons filled with love, below, are there 
not these three sorrowful things ever beating upon 
man's life — ^pain, and grief, and death ? 

To the weary and heavy laden, this blessed vision 
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^omeB then — to the poor weary heart, sitting at the 
door of its life, this revelation comes to-day, that 
•can dry the tears, rest the weary heart, soothe the 
great wounds of its hot battle — a vision of love, of 
mercy, of God I 

But notice, thirdly, a very important thing — How 
does Abraham discover this vision ? " By," we read, 
^^ lifting np his eyes." He made, as we say, an 
£fort to see this vision, and so, to all of ns, to-day. 
If yon would grasp the teaching of this Festival, if 
you would pierce the Infinite, and, with St. John, 
-stand drinking in the wondrous vision of Heaven's 
eternal loveliness, of a God in three Persons, working 
and redeeming you — as of old, so now it can only 
be attained by a lifting up of the eyes, by an effort 
-on your part. For Reason can give you no clue 
to its Mystery. The intellect cannot fathom its 
glory : only one thing can do it — Faith ; by an 
•effort of faith alone it can be ours : by an effort of 
a peculiar character also, by an upward movement 
— " he lifted up his eyes," — ^yes, it is by no faith in 
earthly things, bright and beautiful though they be, 
no wisdom of earth ; but would you know, brethren, 
how you can raise your voice and say, " I believe in 
"the great mystery of the Blessed Trinity;" would 
you know how you shall believe all your life long 
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that three Persons in one God claim your love and 
worship ? — ^lo, by an effort upwardy by an heavenly 
faith ! 

Yes ! this Vision of to-day is best discerned by 
those who have caaght the teaching of the Ascen- 
sion, who, in heart and mind, have ascended into 
heavenly places with Christ. It is best seen by 
those who have disengaged themselves from earthly 
cares, and by an effort have soared away to heaven. 

Bat fourthly, let me ask yoa, what does this 
vision reveal. To us — if we are God's servants — 
it is a revelation of His complete love. 

These three angels joined hand in hand stood at the 
tent door of faithful Abraham, their beautifal faces, 
though a terror to the unfaithful at Sodom, lighted 
up, for him, with celestial love and peace. They, 
who, when they drew near to those evil cities of the 
plain, would seem like avenging angels, in their 
hands bearing the sharp sword of God's wrath, on 
their lips a message of woe — ^stood beside Abraham, 
so full of love, that no particle of fear, as he looked 
on them, chilled his soul. So bold he grew, know- 
ing that he was beloved of God, that he could even 
lay food before them. 

My friends, to the evil, I think the vision of not 
only One, but Three Divine Persons, equally power- 
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taly equally wise, equally holy, linked together by 
one great chain of Divine life, must be a dreadful 
vision. To-day can bring no peace to such, but to 
the true servant, like Abraham, what a lovely vision 
of God's love and peace it is — ^these Three Holy 
Ones — ^the Father all-loving, the Son all-sympa- 
thetic, the Spirit all-consoling. 

They come to us, weary and worn this evensong, 
and as they stoop over us, they emphasize by their 
triple union, the mighty protection that God affords 
to His faithful servants. 

They come to us, and as they speak, each of these 
Divine Beings has a particular message of love to 
us. The Father — ^^ that, though afar off. He is even 
''now ready to welcome back the child He once 
'' created, to breathe again into him the spirit of 
« His life." The Son—" that He loves to plead the 
'' Sacrifice of His Gross, continually for us above." 
The Holy Ghost — " that. He hovers, as of old, over 
'' the dark waters, ready to call again into existence 
" a world ofbeatUyy 

" Oh, dear brethren, what though we be very weary 
with sorrow, with struggles against sin ; what 
though the hot noontide of the world beat over our 
heads, let us lift up, to-day, our spiritual sight, 
let us make an effort of faith and adoration ; 
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and lo, and behold, come down from heaven to 
onr midst, bending yery near us, nay, at our very 
doors, with a message of redemption and sanctifi- 
cation, shall we find the Divine Three, waiting for 
US each to lift up that beautiful prayer of Abraham 
— " My Lord, if now I have found favour in Thy 
'* flight, pass not away, I pray Thee, from Thy 
" servant." 



Sermon XVI. 



THE HOLY COMMUNION. 



Bute n, 14. 

*^And she sat beside the reapers^ and he reached her parched com, 
and she did eat^ and teas sufficed^ and left** 

OF all beautiful and pastoral Books none perhaps 
contain so sweet a breath of living country air 
as the Book of Euth. None so truly beautiful in 
its still country life — redolent of the fresh hills 
around Bethlehem ; the waving corn-fields, the 
light of a calm, autumn day ; and I think, too, it 
has an especial charm to us all, if we consider it 
was probably a Book which our Dear Lord especially 
loved. For not alone it told the history of Ruth, 
who you will remember was one of His own ances- 
tresses, but it was full of that beautiful Nature He 
so much loved. He who loved to walk through the 
cornfields ; He who loved in the green woodland 
lanes to notice the lilies of the valley; who culled 
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lessons from the brown little sparrows, from the 
Tine which locked its tendrils and spread^its green 
leaves over His Holy Head — He, I am quite sure, 
as a boy at Nazareth beside His Virgin Mother's 
knee — or, better still, when treading the streets of 
tiny Bethlehem — the very scene of the story — would 
love to read of Ruth and her cornfields. 

Let ns, brethren, this morning, with the harvest 
about to be carried in, for a few minutes read it over 
too. And let us, remembering that Christ says He 
is the " Bread of Life," and that especially in the 
Holy Communion does He give Himself as such — 
read the lessons of it in a Sacramental light. 

How well, first, let me say, we can see the scene. 
Euth, very early on that autumn morning, going 
into the yellow cornfields. Very early ; hardly, 
we can imagine, waiting for her mother-in-law 
to give her the hasty breakfast, the rough oat- 
cake, the draught of thin milk — so eager is 
she to glean all she can, and at eventide return 
with joy bearing her sheaves. Well, she begins 
to work, and as she goes on the heat increases, and 
the sun blazes out in the Syrian sky with all his 
force. "She warms" too, as we say, "to her 
work." Not alone does she now, as she did at 
early dawn, far off follow the reapers ; but she is 
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in the very " thick of them/' She is very zealous ; 
very busy ; very active I What follows ? she needs 
— ^as we all do when we have hard work to do — to 
he refreshed; so she sits down, as the text says, 
^^ beside the reapers/* and beside her lord, Boaz, 
^^and he reached her parched corn, and she did eat, 
^^ and was su£Sced and left." 

Now, beloved, let us read this incident, as I said, 
sacramentally, spiritually, to-day; let it be to us 
all, a little allegory ; a parable, to show us some- 
thing concerning Christ, and His great Sacrament 
of the Altar. 

1st. Something from the very place where 
Ruth (type of ourselves), took her refreshment. 
Was it by herself — some lovely spot under the wall 
that ran round the brown harvest field; or did 
she go and sit down under some old, gnarled olive 
tree, all alone by herself? No ; it was a very differ- 
ent place; she sat down in companionship I in 
among a busy, active set of people, all needing 
refreshment like herself. We read ^^she sat be- 
^^ side the reapers." So with you and me in 
seeking refreshment of a higher kind in life for our 
souls — a spiritual Food ; it seems to me to teach 
us all a very important lesson. How often have I 
been told, urging people to come to Church, '^ I can 
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^' read my Bible, and say my prayers jast as well 
'* at home." How often^ if it is a wet morning, or 
we don't feel very well, with some such idle 
excuse we try and dull conscience, which seems to 
keep saying in our ear St. Paul's injunction, 
" not forgetting the assembling of yourselves to- 
" gether." Euth did not thus think or thus act. 
Nay, she recognised the increased sweetness of re- 
freshment, if it be taken with others. Nay, again, 
brethren, recognising this blessedness of mutual 
participation in a common meal, Euth can lead us 
all to the greatest of our common feasts, the great 
Communion Feast itself. I see her sitting there 
to-day, among those reapers. I see her in long 
prospective, afar off, realising to herself as she grasps 
it, this the greatest blessing of earth — Commun- 
ion of the Body and Blood of our dear Lord. * Are 

* you lonely-hearted ?' she seems to say ; * lo, here, 
' could you but realise it, you may take your soul's 
^ food with God's workers throughout Christendom.' 
^ Are you friendless, old, companionless, with only 

* some aged Naomi to care for ; lo, here you are 
' one with the whole company of heaven and earth. 

* Are you separated from those you love by dis- 

* tance — ^by death ? 0, sweet Communion of the 
^ Lord of Life, Thou alone canst link our poor hands 
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' with the faithful departed, in this Sweet Sacra- 
' ment. "We are one ; we are brought together ; we 
' are united !' 

But, secondly, notice another thing. What sort 
of men does Buth sit down with ? In a word, with 
^* workers," those who all that day, from early 
dawn to noon had been about one thing — their 
Master's common business ; enrolled in one earnest 
labour ; working in one common Field — " reapers "^ 
not idlers ! So if you want, any of you, to 
know if you are worthy to draw near with faith 
to-day, and taste of this Blessed Food, ask your- 
selves, rather, this practical question — " Am I 
^^ doing anything, and feeling conscious of the fact^ 
**for God? am I, in a word, my Lord's labourer^ 
" not His idle servant ?'* And, beloved, remember, 
if the Christian faith, the Christian religion teacher 
us one thing above all others, it teaches us this — 
the nobleness of labour, the sanctity of work, done 
" for the Master" : the homeliest task so under- 
taken becomes lifted up ; becomes heavenly. Done 
in that spirit, a child's work has a divine ^' some- 
"thmg" in it. Yes— 

<< There's not a child bo small and weak. 
But has his little Gross to take, 
His little work of lore and praise, 
That he may do for Jesa*8 sake." 
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What follows ? Only, this — if a boy can look back 
to-day, and see^ in the past week, evil words hashed 
for the sake of his Lord ; if a girl can see a bad, 
bold look humbled, and made modest for the sake 
of Jesus ; if a man <h: a woman can see an act of 
self-denial performed in the past week — a conscious 
bearing of the Cross of Calvary, it is enough, it is 
sufficient ; reaper of the Lord, labourer of Christ, 
workman of Jesus, draw near with faith, and take 
unhesitatingly this Sacramental Food for your com- 
fort. 

Lastly, observe briefly how the story aptly depicts 
the manner of this Blessed Sacrament. What does 
the Lord give his servant Bath for this Befresh- 
ment? Is it something very fair outwardly; is it a 
costly and lordly dish, brought by servants' hands, 
from his palace across yon fields ? No, it is some- 
thing which to her outward sight fills her soul 
with no amazement — with no wonder or delight; 
something which outwardly she judges she has often 
before handled, perhaps that very morning ; neither 
great nor beautiful ; very humble, very costless — 
" a little parched corn." " He reached her parched 
'^ com and she did eat, and was sufficed." 

Brethren, do you stumble here; do eye, and 
sight, and touch all play you false at this Celestial 
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Feast of Jesus ? Have I seemingly a " little thing " 
to offer you in this High Sacrament. Like 
Naaman of old, expect yon — knowing it is a Mys- 
tery you are bidden to— that God would work by 
some mighty means the health-giving touch to your 
souls ; wonder you, like Ruth, perhaps did^ that 
such common food apparently, a Lord should purvey 
you ? Ah I like Ruth, but taste and see — ^you shall 
realise then and then alone the sweetness of that 
Holiest of Bread ; you shall be indeed sufficed ; 
Christ under that visible Corn shall invisibly come 
to you : True, in no royal train, with the shout of 
no mighty angel to descend at the words of Hallow, 
but still most truly to descend, and be with us all 
to-day. 

*' And BO we oome ; draw ns to Thy feet, 
Most patient Sayionr, Who oanst lore ns stin ; 
And by this Food, so awfnl and so sweet, 
Deliyer ns from every touch of iU : 
In Thine own service make us glad and free. 
And grant os never more to part with Thee." 



S£RMOX XVI I. 



RETRIEVING OUR PAST. 
(General ob suitable fob Ninth Sukdat afteb Tbintet.) 



S. LlTKE XVI. 3. 

'*\What fhdUI dor 



LIFE is a very solemn thing — the life of the 
poorest, the yonngest ; it is a tnist, a trast 
from Qod : that makes its deep pathos when we see 
it in onr great cities, crashed and blighted by sin : 
that makes it so awfal when we see it wasted and 
frittered away, — God's heritage, His noblest, most 
glorions tmst — Life, that is being mis-used. Many 
who mis-nse it too, realise that at last : this steward 
in onr parable did ; he would give worlds to have 
realised it before. Life is for him a broken trust, its 
page desecrated, its glory gone : see him as he 
appears to-day, his grey locks sweeping over his 
hands, the tears trickling from his eyes, his hands 
clenched in mute despair, not a friend near, all ^' fine 
^ weather friends," those old comrades of his past ; 
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not a sound but the cricket on the empty hearth^ 
as he sobs out in his solitary office that question 
of despair — " what shall I do ?" 

The sun, too, is fast going down, already over the 
distant hills of Juda, the dark shadows are creeping 
on, the air is growing chill, one by one the many foot- 
steps in the street are becoming fewer, the voices of 
the merchants hushed, the shrill cry of even the 
water-sellers heard no longer — all betokens night, 
and with night a reckoning — a reckoning of many 
a long year, of many an error of the past. 

Could he, could this erring man hit on some plan, 
could that long array of figures on the wrong 
side of it range themselves on the right ? Could he 
tear out these pages, which speak of fraud and 
many a long year of dishonesty — oh dark is the night 
approaching, cold is the wind blowing down from the 
distant hills, but darker is his hearty colder the dread 
chill .that seizes on his soul, as he sobs forth in the 
very bitterness of despair — ^^ What shall I do ?'* 

My friends, as we gaze at this ideal steward, 
notice suddenly, in this the darkest hour of his fisbte, 
a sudden change; he, who for hours has thus sat dis- 
consolate, his head buried in his hands, sobbing 
forth that cry of the miserable, "What shall I do?'* 
leaps up, hope with the setting sun streams over his 
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face, his eyes kindle again with their old fire, his 
chest heaves with a great purpose, no longer does he 
moan, " What shall I do ?" but now, in joyful 
accents, " I am resolved what to do." 

What is the reason ? Is it not this — in his soul has 
dawned the possibility of actionywhen all action long 
seemed to him over ? Yes, now the night may come, 
but the night shall find him " lord of his destiny." The 
night shall come and bring his master — what then ? 
Why his lord shall smile, and even commend him — 
he holds in his hand the lost thread of prosperity — 
" I am resolved," saith he, " what to do." 

Ah, what an old story is this ; the teaching 
we well know ; how is it so few of us put into prac- 
tice its stern sweet lessons of repentance, of renewed 
hope in God — shall I tell you ? It is because so 
many of us despair of retrieving our wasted lives in 
our past. 

Is not that the case with many? They, too, 
realise life's waste, as this steward did ; well and 
perfectly they feel the conviction that the night of 
death shall bring a Lord to reckon with them 
—they know the pathos there is in the seeming un- 
tangible thing called " life" — that it is a trust — a 
sacred trust — why then do they sit so sadly, and yet 
so idly ? It is because they are like the steward, as 
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we first saw him, conscions only of his lost past, not 
yet conscious of a power to retrieve it. 

'^ Sins I oh many are my sins of evil temper/' cries 
one, ^^ since I was a little child I have given way 
*' to it — ^what though temper be a trust from Gtod — 
'^ something to regulate and control by His grace — 
^^mine is now utterly spoilt and bad — what can 
'^ such a one as I do ?" 

The lust of the flesh — " yes," thinks another, sit- 
ting, in a quiet moment, away from the noise of this 
turbulent life, ^^ to be kept pure and undefiled, thU 
" was the trust my soul was to be kept with — ^yet 
^^ temptation came, I was weak, I shall have to pay 
**for it some day, for what can I now do?" 

^^ The love of the world I it was so pleasant to be 
^' courted, flattered, still I love it ; to drown con- 
^^ science in excitement, ^ not to think,' that has 
'^ been in life my object, I know it I am not reli- 
^^ gious, and never shall be, there must be a bitter 
** reckoning some day — but what can I now do ?" 

Oh dear friends, receive then this parable : It is 
a message to you from Heaven. 

Undecided soul I sitting by thyself among the 
wrecks and waifs of the past, conscious of thy sins, 
yearning with a hopeless yearning for the flgures on 
life's dark pages to melt away — ^Your life i^ capaUe 
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of being restored^ your old past is capable of being 
obliterated. 

Believe me, there is not one who in tears sobs 
forth in the mighty ear of Gted, " What, Lord, shall 
*' I do," who does not from Him immediately receive 
the power of cancelling his past, of acting well in 
the fatnre. 

Thns, beloved, granted that in the great battle of 
life, all these hopes once years of God and Heaven, 
long ago gone forth, had returned to you to-day, 
Baying they are "worsted," worsted where they 
should have conquered, cast down when they 
should have risen. Is all hope over ? Oh no I 
weep and pray, repent and believe, only cry out 
"Lord, what shall I do?" and, though the warfare 
has long gone against you, and the darkness of life's 
eventide already gathered over your head, that 
blessed angel, who stands by the very throne of 
God, shall stand near you, — " Hope" with her sweet 
face shall bend over you, you shall realise that God 
has given you again a work, again an opportunity, 
and again a resolve to live to Him. 

What shall that resolve be ? Shall it not be 
somewhat thus ? — 

{a) " Lord, what shall I do ? I am resolved what 
'^ to do— -seeing the things of time are so evanescent 
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^^ and so short, to live henceforth for the mi^iy 
" things of eternity." 

{b) ^^Lord, what shall I do? I am resolved 
'^ what to do — seeing Thon hast gone to prepare a 
^^ place for me^ to prepare, therefore a heart for 
" Thee." 

(c) " Lord, what shall I do ? I am resolved 
** what to do — Thy pleading voice shall not plead 
'^ longer in vain. Thy pierced hands shall no longer 
'^ stretch ont in vain. Thy sweet face shall no longer 
" look to me in vain at yon golden gate, — Thon hast 
" given Thyself to me, I give myself henceforth to 
" Thee." 

And shall He say thee nay, in this thy new 
resolve, weeping over thy past life, shall He dis- 
dain thee ? No, indeed, dear brethren, but He will 
come to meet thee, though thon art afar off on the 
mountain, wearied and fallen. He will Hft thee as 
thou art dying beneath the stroke of sin on the great 
battle-field of life, and, ad He staunches thy wounds 
with His blessed hands. He will whisper in thine 
ear the possibility, " thou yet shall conquer, yet be 
" My feithful steward." 



SKRMON XVIII. 



KNOWLEDGE OF SIN. 
[Sttitable fob Tenth Sunday afteb Tbinitt.] 



S. Lttxb six. 42. 



^^ If thou hadst hnoum^ even thou, at least in this thy day ^ the things 
ichieh belong to thy peace / hut now they are hid from thine eyes,** 



*^TF there is one thing that pays better than 
X "another it is a good education.'* How often 
we hear now-a-days these words, and in truth they 
lure sensible words. Of old a man's brawny sinews 
— ^his bravery in the war — would raise him most 
quickly above his fellows; now the general rule 
is — ^it is his " brain-power," his knowledge. 

To emphasise this truth — all over England schools 
are springing up, not a lonely little village without 
one, not a busy town without two or three. A 
revelation has come to all our minds concerning 
honour and wealth, that they are opened by one 
golden key — ^by knowledge. 

Oh, dear friends, as I see Jesus Christ in the 
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Gospel for to-day weeping over that great city, 
Jerusalem, because she had not knowledge, I see He 
would give ns a revelation — ^given and emphasised 
by His falling tears — ^that Heaven too is opened 
by something many of us lack — ^by knowledge. And 
notice the kind of people who were deficient in this 
knowledge. 

Churchmen of that day, and churchwomen, were 
the people whom Jesus wept over, men and wo- 
men who had the Church of the Living (}od in 
their midst. Notice, too, the sort of city. Not Rome, 
nor Athens, heard Him thus bewail a want of know- 
ledge, but it was Jerusalem. So you see it may be 
lacking in us to-day, though we are in the Church, 
though the walls that protect us are Jerusalem's t 

But there are so many subjects for knowledge,some 
easy to acquire, some very difficult to attain. What 
subject for knowledge does Jesus Christ desire you 
and me to possess ? In truth what every prayer in our 
Prayer Book tacitly implies, what every soul feels 
all day long, threading in and out of her life, bat- 
tling, surging, like a great sea around her — sin. It 
is a knowledge of sin. For until we have a right 
knowledge of sin we cannot know those things 
which belong to our peace— our need of pardon, of 
victory, of salvation, in a word, of Jesus. 
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People tell us that the English langnage is a 
very diflficult thing for foreigners to learn, if so, then 
to gain a knowledge of sin is like gaining a know- 
ledge of English, a very difficult matter to learn. 

People often repeat the story of Newton, the great 
philosopher, walking by the sea, and saying, in his 
great humility, *' He was like a child playing by 
^^ that mighty ocean, so much had he to learn, so 
'^ little he yet knew." Well, if so, then in learning 
about sin we are like Newton. Great, and vast, 
and deep as hell is this mighty subject we have to 
probe — ^sin — a knowledge of sin. 

But this, I think, occurs to us all as I am speak- 
ing — what sort of knowledge does Jesus, as He 
weeps over us to-day, long to see springing up in 
my soul with regard to sin? After all, dear friends, 
the only sort of knowledge that will avail a man in 
this, or the next world — a practical knowledge. 

Suppose the case of two farmers — one has been 
recently to an agricultural college, there he has 
learnt all about the right sort of chemicals to put 
on his lands, the proper machinery to use, the most 
suitable books of reference to consult — ^we pass by his 
farm but it does not seem to prosper. Turn to his 
neighbour, he is an old man now, such things as 
agricultural colleges did not exist when he was 
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young, he is not therefore so clever, he cannot tell 
jou, like his neighbour, the geology of the soil that 
his farm stands on, or all about chemicals, he is not 
much versed in " book learning," but somehow, for 
all that, his farm is the most prosperous around, 
the yellow corn thickest on his uplands, his 
granaries the largest. What is the difference be- 
tween these two men ? Shall I tell you ? One is a 
practical man, the other is not. The great know- 
ledge of the one is of no avail, he cannot or will not 
apply it ; the little knowledge of the other is put 
out to the very best interest — ^practice. So he gets 
on, so he succeeds. 

My friends, most of you have a theoretic know- 
ledge of sin. Most of you could go through the 
great beads on the dark rosary of sin, the seven 
mortal sins. 

There is not a man or a woman in this Church 
to-day, I have no hesitation in saying, who has not 
got some notion of sin. Why to some people it is 
their pet plaything, their household companion. But 
I can equally assert that very few put that knowledge 
of sin of theirs to a practical account. What do I 
mean ? There was a woman once named Magdalen 
^-do you not know her story, one of the saddest, 
yet one of the most beautiful in the Bible^ — 
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well, one day she gained a knowledge, a know- 
ledge of sin (the knowledge I want you to pos- 
sess). But see, how did she use her knowledge? 
Did she keep it looked up in her heart, keep poring 
over it, fitting this wonderful key of knowledge she 
had discovered to all the dark drawers of her evil 
life ? Oh no, or never would she have heard that 
glad word, "thy sins be forgiven," never would 
have become a saint. Bnt she was a practical 
woman, she did a practical thing, put her knowledge 
of sin to a practical issue — " she rose up and brought 
'* her sin to the Feet of Jesus." 

Oh, beloved, test yourselves and see I You have, 
may be, a knowledge of sin — of your dark besetting 
fiin, the sin you are most prone to, but is your 
knowledge practical? Have you made it so by 
bringing your sins to the only practical issue — lay- 
ing them down, asking forgiveness, following after 
Christ ? 

But then I must add this one more thing about 
our knowledge— our knowledge of sin — that which 
the words of Christ in to-day's Gospel so specially 
emphasise, the time when your knowledge should be 
put into practice. In earthly matters the time to 
put our knowledge to the test is of the greatest im- 
portance, the time to act of the greatest value. 
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'^ There is a tide in the affairs of men which^ taken 
^^ at the flood, leads on to fortune." In a great naval 
battle, for instance, it would not do for the captain, 
however clever in seamanship, to steer his ship round, 
to come to close quarters with his enemy, and to 
prepare to board her, till he knew the very moment 
had come. His knowledge would all depend for its 
success on the time to exercise it. It would not 
do for you, however much you might know about a 
certain medicine, to give it till the right hour and 
minute to the sick man — on the time would rest the 
value of your skill. 

Well, if so, when are you to put in practice your 
knowledge of sin ? Oh, glad and sweet message of 
Jesus Christ, gift from His Cross, now^ beloved, at 
once, " to-day," saith He, sitting in the long shadows 
gathering over Jerusalem, now is the day of thy 
salvation ! 

And, if you but think of it, if your knowledge of sin 
is so true, so extended, so full as it ought to be, what 
other time would do for us but now ? Do you think 
Matthew would have had anyone delay him, as he 
rose up from the blue lake and his toll bar, and with 
his knowledge bursting fresh upon him ran after 
Jesus ? Oh no, the present for him ! Do you think 
Magdalen would have had anyone stop her at Simon's 
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door when she had gained her knowledge of sin, and 
her knowledge of one who conld absolve her from it ? 
Oh no, at once she wonld go in to Him I Do yon 
think Peter, as he learnt his knowledge of sin, and 
tnrned away from the reproachful eyes of his Lord, 
wonld have had any brother apostle stay a single 
bitter tear falling from his eyes ? Oh no, for his 
heart mnst be relieved at once, immediately I 

Listen then. Your sins I know not, that mnst 
be a knowledge you must make to-day yourselves, 
more accurately, more painfully, more thoroughly, 
than ever before. But I would say, if you would not, 
dear friends, disappoint your gentle Lord — ^let this 
new knowledge (or perhaps the old knowledge re- 
vived) bring you to His feet at once, to His arms at 
once, on your knees at once. So shall His voice 
never sorrowfully cry, amid His falling tears, when 
the long shadows of death gather round you, and 
the time for true repentance has slipped by below, 
'^ K thou hadst known, even thou, at least in this 
" thy day the things which belong to thy peace I 
^^ but now they are hid from thine eyes." 



SKRMON XIX. 



SPIRITUAL TREES. 
(General, ob suitable fob Eighth Sunday after Tbinitt.) 



S. Matt. vn. 17. 



** Boery good tree bringeth forth good fruity but a corrupt tree 
hringeth forth evU fruit,*' 



W 



E in the country are surrounded by trees 
wherever we go. The pleasant lanes are 
shaded by the feathery ash and the sturdy oak, 
every upland has its group of tall dark pines, every 
churchyard its waving yews ; and if we pass within 
the church doors, at many seasons of the year, we 
still are reminded of these beautiful creations of 
God — His Trees— on window and pulpit, on oaken 
bench and tall ^^ poppy heads" of the old chancel 
stalls, we place the symbols of the holy Seasons of the 
Church. The red-berried holly at Christmas, when 
the angels, in the frosty air outside, as well as in the 
Temple within, are singing their midnight glories ; 
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and the pale palm-branches at Passiontide and Easter^ 
speaking of a yictory, through mighty suffering. 
And if Trees thus fill our every landscape, enter 
into our festivals, and serve to symbolise some great 
fact to our eye, so it was in our Lord's time. There 
was nothing which was such an embodiment of 
national glory to the Jews as the wide-spreading 
cedars of Lebanon. As to the Easterns of to-day, 
so then, nothing was so useful, except the yellow 
corn itself, as the pale rows of olives that crowned 
every hill-side, and darkened every valley : under 
them it was that Christ at Gethsemane prayed — ^it 
was on the crest of a hill of olives that he departed 
into Heaven. Is it a wonder, then, that He, who 
ever loved to emphasize His spiritual teaching by 
the countless forms of Creation around Him as He 
taught. He who loved the lilies more than Solomon's 
glory, and took the brown sparrows as a proof of 
His Father's care, should take the Trees, that 
swept over His path, and made His sanctuary for 
prayer, as symbols of something higher and greater 
—of man — *^ Every good tree," as He made the 
analogy, saith He, '^bringeth forth good fruit, and 
** every corrupt tree bringeth forth evil fruit. And 
I think, dear friends, if we take the likenesses that 
spring up between the natural life of a tree and the 
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spiritual life of a man, we shall see the lessons to 
be learnt very clearly. 

I. A growth in both is a necessity. If yon cnb 
down a cedar or a pine, what do yon notice in the 
wood ? Circle after circle, ring within ring, where, 
year after year, the tree has expanded and grown — 
there is a visible mark of growth clearly seen, you 
can tell its age directly yon see those dark rings. 
t)h, beloved, should not something far nobler than 
a tree be thus found expanding and growing, mark- 
edly growing greater ? — our spiritual lives: day after 
day, month after month, year after year — whatso- 
ever those months and years give us, they should 
give us this result, at least — a greater spirituality, an 
ever-widening circle of influence for good — 

" Here in the body pent, 
Absent from Him I roam, 
Yet daily pitch my moving tont, 
One day's march nearer home." 

That should be our aim, that our great endeavour- 
greater nearness to God, greater growth in holi- 
ness. 

II. Well, but the natural tree and the spiritual 
find another analogy together. 

The most important thing after all in a tree, yon 
know, is its root ; it does not matter a bit what sort 
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of tree it maj look above ground, if it has not a 
good root it cannot possibly endure. 

So of your spiritual life — ^what is its root ? surely 
Faith. Well, if your faith is not good, honest, 
true — you may have many natural graces : be kind 
and courteous, gentle and modest — but when the 
great storm of some temptation sweeps over the 
tree of your life, it will fall, its branches will snap, 
its whole being will collapse, unless the centre, the 
stay of all your spiritual life be good— your faith, 
your root. Of what sort, then, should be our faith ? 

In a tree, you know, it is of great importance 
for the stability of the tree that its root be oldy and 
firm-rooted far down in the ground, extending far 
under it with countless little tendons. So your 
faith to be good must be old. Not the faith of two 
or three centuries, every wind of doctrine will up- 
root such a faith, it must be something far older 
than that, it must be the old Catholic Faith, the 
grand old faith of countless centuries ; no new- 
&ngled thing, the accretion of the present, it must 
be the work of the past, when the faith was first 
planted as a little acorn, by the hand of Jesus, in 
the world, the old Apostolic Faith of dogma and 
creed — ^the Catholic Faith. 

Then, beloved, how important it is that the root 



118 SPIRITUAL TREES, 



in a tree, besides being old, be also erUire — sound, 
that no little wonn is found fretting the root, other- 
wise it certainly, small though it be, will destroy 
the tree. 

So of the root of your spiritual life — Faith — are 
you sure that your's is not only the Old Faith, but 
the entire Faith ; that you are not letting some 
doctrine, because not pleasing to your reason or 
understanding, be held back from your acceptance, 
though you know that it forms part of the * Faith 
' once delivered.' Are you sure, too, that no beset- 
ting sin, like a little worm secreted in your root of 
Faith, is gradually— but no less surely — destroying 
it? Remember, beloved — 

'' It is the little rift mthin the lute. 
That hj and by will make the music mute. 
And ever widening slowly silence all. 
The little rift within the lover's lute. 
Or little pitted speck in garnered fruit, 
That rotting inward slowly moulders aU. 

III. Then notice another thing. What is it 
that gives life and beauty to the trees in our 
gardens and lanes — is it not moisture from 
abovey the dew which falls silently at night, and 
the summer rains which wash the dry leaves of 
noontide, and make them again bright and green? 
Yes, and so, beloved, must it be with our spiritual 
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life, that tree of God planted within each man. 
Not from earthly learning, not from earthly riches, 
not from earthly beanty, can the fair tree of the 
soul gain her beauty of holiness ; not from below, 
rich though the loam be she is rooted in, glorious 
though her intellectual faith, but it must com^ from 
above, from Heaven, from those far off star-set 
skies of God, from His Presence, from His Hand — 
it must be His sacramental grace that, falling on the 
soul, heated and withered by the sun of this world, 
shall give it renewed vitality and beauty. 

Is it thus, beloved, you view the Sacraments of 
the Holy Church : do you, like thirsty plants, and 
dry parched leaves, turn to these blessed mysteries, 
as they do in want to the clouds, seeking from 
them grace and spiritual beauty ? Is it to them, 
or to the earth, most of us turn, when life has 
grown apace, and sin has scorched our baptismal 
purity, to receive renewed verdure, and brightness, 
and purity of life and spirit ? 

rV. Lastly, mark this — ^an unpleasant analogy 
to many of us, because very practical, but no less 
true — ^there are many trees in the world : some with 
beautiful foliage, some with wide-spreading growth, 
deep-seated roots, sprinkled copiously by mountain 
rain-storms, planted in fair gardens and uplands. 
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but, after all, the great thing we look for, when 
we wish to judge if they are of worth to mankind, 
is this — the amount and quality of their Fruit. 

So of your spiritual life. You may think your- 
selves well instructed in creed and prayer book, good 
churchmen and churchwomen, able to carry on 
cleverly religions arguments (those banes of our pre- 
sent century), but God gives you here the test 
whether you are really His child, a true member of 
His Holy Church — ^have jou/ruit to show Him and 
His angels when He comes to search ? 

What is that fruit ; is it not the sevenfold gifts 
of the Holy Spirit put by you to a practical use ? 

Gentleness! not alone hanging on your soul's 
branches, but Of use to others, stilling the hot 
fever of anger and discussion. 

Meekness I not alone hidden away under the 
thick leaves of some secluded life, but apparent to 
all you mix with. 

Temperance I not alone in things clearly wrong — 
but of use as a medicine, a tonic to the isoul, in 
things in themselves good. 

And 80, beloved, all through these sevenfold 
fruits. Have you them, are they ripening day by 
day, growing larger, more beautiful, for the great 
Autumn In-gathering of God ? 






8P1B1TUAL TREES. 141 

Walk^ theD, along the pleasant country lanes, and 
as you walk learn a lesson from the trees. Let 
your life become like that beautiful and placid tree 
spoken of in the first Psalm — " a tree planted by the 
^^ water side, that brings forth its fruit in due sea- 
" son, whose leaf does not wither,'* What sort of 
a life does that portray — is not it, beloved, a life 
growing up and placed beneath the influence of 
God's still waters of Sacramental grace — ^planted 
in Holy Baptism, nourished by Holy Communion — 
a life continually cleansed by Holy Bepentance and 
Absolution — a life of Holy Prayers, so as to be said 
to live in the very fragrance of their sweet cool 
streams ? 

Such a life can never wither, such a Tree of God 
can never cast its leaves of holiness and beauty in 
the chill wintertide of death, but shall only be re- 
planted by angel hands in that Land of eternal 
loveliness above — 

« Where the forests ever blossom, 
Like our orchards here in Maj^ 
I There the gardens never wither. 

But eternally ard gay*'— 

i *' For, look I whatsoever such an one doeth it shall 

]\ " prosper." 



Skrmon XX. 



THE REALISATION OF OUR IDEAL. 

(SUXTABLB FOB FESTIVAL OF S. JaMES.) 



GxirESXB XTTT. 20. 



^And Jacob »erv$d seven years for Raehel^ and they seemed 
imU hm M a few days^for the love he had to her** 

HOW much men go through to realise their 
ideal. The painter dreams one day of a vis- 
ion of angelS; and night and day their ideal faces 
haunt him ; he never rests until some faint reflection 
at least of the beauty he has seen, appears on his 
canvass. Or to the poet, musing some summer's 
day, occurs the idea of a mighty Epic, which is to 
exalt and purify the world. This ideal poem of 
his he never ceases to work out in his busy brain, 
till again, faintly, but still in some measure, his 
ideal becomes a real thing — ^a poem full of human 
passion and human life to go forth and do its work 
among men. 
And so, brethren^ of these two saints, whom 
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by an anachronism I have brought side by side^ 
Jacob (or James) the Patriarch, and Bt James the 
Apostle ; they, too, became conscious that he had an 
ideal, that there was something in life worth living 
for, working for, and thinking constantly of, which 
once gained would give him exceeding peace and 
comfort. To Jacob this ideal came in the person of 
Laban's daughter, with all the promise of earthly 
love and blessing. To James, as he mended his 
nets, this ideal came in the person of a mighty 
Stranger from Galilee, who, as He said "follow 
^^Me," invited to a blessed rest no human heart 
could imagine. 

My friends, we all, (for it is the mark of a wide 
humanity,) have an ideal. To some it is the dream 
of one day being very rich. To another it is the prom- 
ise, as he feels the power within him, of swaying 
multitudes in the councils of his nation. To 
another the sweeter promise of an earthly love and 
an earthly home : but, after all, the highest and 
noblest ideal, that which attained will leave no bit- 
terness behind, is the one which the Church sets 
before us in the consummation of her saintly 
children's lives, the ideal of St. James, and of 
countless martyrs and confessors, that which every 
Sunday and Festival emphasizes — Heaven. Have 
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youy in life, taken thatj then, as your ideal ? If so, 
how are you trying to make this bare desire of 
yours a fraitiony your ideal a reality — ^Heaven your 
very own ? 

Jacob and St. James, observe, teach ns how — ^by 
entering upon a service. Jacob served seven years 
for Bachel, St. James fourteen for Heaven. Yet 
to some of ns, as it seemed to Jacob and St. 
James, it may appear a strange way to gain what 
we so wish. To Jacob it was a strange thing, when 
he perceived it, thus to have to wait for BacheL 
We can well imagine he would ask of Laban, ^ is not 
^ my tent ready, my flocks numerous, my heart long- 
^ ing ; if you doubt my bravery, let me go forth and 
^ battle with the Ishmaelites ; if you doubt my con- 
' stancy let me go on a long journey to Egypt for you ; 
' but why should I thus have to wait, thus to serve T 
To St. James' eager temperament, earnestly desiring 
to drink of that bitter cup of his Lord's passion, 
to sit beside the Crucified; it was a wonderful 
thing to him thus to have his prayer unanswered, or 
answered so strangely, to find as year by year slip- 
ped by, he was left to only wait and serve. ^ Was not 
^ he ready ?' he would exclaim, ^ did not his heart burn 
^ to clasp his Master's Cross, in dreams did he not 
' already seem to bow his neck beneath the sword 
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' of Herod T Nay, not even- for him the nights and 
days of wild tempest travel on the deep ; no toil, like 
St. PauFs dangerous missionary effort ; only this, 
(oh, dull prosaic work I) to serve and wait in the little 
Church at Jerusalem. 

And so with most of us. Do we long as we kneel 
in prayer before God's altar, for the realisation 
of all that is best and truest for the Christian — the 
Life of Heaven ? Do we long unutterably for the 
sweet angel voices, crying out ' that the Door is at 
* last open to sweet Paradise T Do we long, as we 
rise each morning to do some great work for so 
great a Prince, to head some forlorn hope in His 
Church militant, to undertake some special deed of 
self-devotion for our love, our Lord, Who has won 
for us our ideal, — Heaven ? My friends, do not 
be disheartened then, if you find God answers your 
burning desires to attain what you so wish, as he 
answered Jacob and St. James. If the answer be — 

" The triTial round, the common task ;" 

If the work be merely that of a servant, a servant 
of Jesus Christ I if the admonition as regards that 
service be, ^ let each man abide wherein he is called,' 
if the battle be the battle of Patience ; if the field 
be your families ; do not wonder if to the sick, the 
weary, the sorrowful, the Voice says, as it did to 
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St. James, ^only wait,' knowing this, ' they also serve 
^who only stand and wait/ if in a word to reaoli 
heaven, yon be called on with Jacob and St. James^ 
only to serve — " Jacob served.'* 

11. Bat notice this : if Jacob served, what was 
the period of that service ? It was a long time, a 
mystical number of years — ^'^ Jacob served seven 
^^ years." And with the number doubled such was 
St. James' waiting time — twice seven years. 

Shall we be wrong then — remembering our 
great poet has divided a man's life into seven 
periods — to understand here by these seven years, 
the whole period of each of our lives ? Surely not — 
and so understood it seems to teach us all that 
our service for Jesus is to be perpettial. It is to 
embrace all we do and all we say — ^nay, more, far 
more — our whole life is to be gathered up into 
that one great desire, the desire of Jesus, of Heaven, 
" Little child," it seems to say, " you fresh from 
" the bright waters of Baptism, to enter this service ; 
** are you now made Christ's?" "Child, learning the 
" obedience of the (Jhild of Mary, to you is this 
** pattern given, because yours is to be a holy life of 
" subjection, of service." " Youth, with the earnest 
<^ gaze on the future, as you strive to subdue the 
*^ fierce impulses of passion, to you as your noblest 
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'^ incentive, to be boand roand your helmet, and 
'^ engraven on yonr shield, is given the words^ 
** ' Ich dien/ — I serve/* 

" Young man, with the sun of your life just rising 
'^ below yonder clouds, this perpetual service only 
^' can keep you pure and undefiled/' 

^^ Middle-aged man — ^man with the shadow of old 
** age already falling on your path ; old man with 
" the death dew on your forehead, service — ^service 
^' patient and noble, cleansed by the fires of aflSlic- 
<' tion, is still to be yours ; if perseverance is to do 
** her perfect work, and give us the reality of our 
^4deal, place Heaven indeed in our grasp, our ser- 
^' vice must be the seven mystical years — in a word, 
*^ life-Umgr 

III. My friends, is there anything more to add 
to this thought of the perpetual claim Heaven 
makes on your service — that is, if our ideal shall 
become one day reality? Yes, or none could 
ever hope to serve so long, or wait so patiently. 
What we must have is the motive for all such ser- 
vice. What is the motive that has made countless 
crowds bear cheerfully, work obediently, and keep 
, God's holy will and commandments all the days of 
their lives ? 

Think you, it is ambition ? Nay, though itnen 
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-will do mucli for that, ambition could never sustain 
ta man so faithfully when hope seemed gone, and the 
good sword for ever shivered. Think joa it is 
liatred? Nay, thoagh a man who really hates 
another will do much to gratify his passion ; even 
that fails when danger to himself arises from it. 
But it is none of these vices or lower virtues, but 
only the noblest and the best of all virtues, because 
it is a very part of God's nature which we are 
taught **is love." — ^The motive power is love to 
Jesus. 

Jacob served seven years for Rachel, and they 
seemed unto him but a few years, " for the love he 
^* had to her." Yes, here is the motive! Not a 
saint has ever lived, but this was the true reason of 
all he did and suffered for Christ — his love. Not a 
confessor has stood unabashed before countless wit- 
nesses ; but here was the seat of all his bravery, 
his loving devotion to Jesus, the King of Heaven. 

Here, brethren, ready to animate us all, ever 
conscious of many defections, of many desperate 
battles with sin on our upward way, is the rallying 
point : " I serve for love ; beneath the banner of 
"love I fight ;" is at once the battle cry of the 
noblest and humblest Christian. In love to Jesus 
there is a power abroad in this world of sin and weak- 
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ness^ not to be beaten in the longest^ most arduous 
service for Heaven. The spirit and the power of 
'^ love" alone is unconquerable, it is God Himself. 

So receive it, beloved, to-night, pray for it in 
the glowing words of the poet — 

« Bum, bum, loye within my heart. 
Bum fiercely night and day, 
Till all the dross of earthly lo^es. 
Is bnmed and hnmed airay." 

So that though the service be humble, the waiting 
time long — Rachel may at last be given — Heaven 
your own for ever. 



Sermon xxi. 



OUR TWOFOLD WORK. 
(Suitable fob a Chxjboh Ebstosation.) 



NlBnOAH YI. 3. 

" J am ikimg a great work, so that I eatmot come daum/* 

IN these words, my friends, is embodied the reso- 
lution of a brave man, combatting a great 
temptation. The reply of an earnest, honest heart, 
full of the manly spirit of work, to a dishonest, 
imderhand band of idlers and conspirators. It is 
the answer of Nehemiah to Tobias and his friends, 
when they sought to wean him from his great 
work — ^the restoration of Jerusalem. 

The scene is about the going down of the sun. 
The Jewish workmen are, most of them, resting 
from their almost finished task — the building of the 
walls. Here and there one more busy than his 
comrades is still at work, such as the fading light 
enables him to do. Foremost among these, clothed 
only in the workman's apron, is found their great 
leader Nehemiah. 
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Suddenly a band of men approach the walls, as 
near as they can to Nehemiah, as he still works on 
the npper ramparts of the walls. They stand and 
offer him — ^him, the poor workman, him, the rough 
labourer, a great temptation ; foul means have failed 
hitherto to divert him from his work, they will now 
try fair — a life of luxury they offer him, in ex- 
change for his life of toil, many a slave to wait on 
him who has now only to wait on himself. Laughter 
and feasting in their tents, in the great Desert, or 
among the walls of distant Samaria, if only (this is 
the temptation), if only he will leave off his work 
and come down to them at the gate. 

Beloved, I have no doubt this roas a temptation to 
Nehemiah, and that it was one peculiarly fitted 
to tempt. It took him right between the joints 
of his harness, just where his moral defences were 
weakest — this offer of an easy, lazy life. Bemem- 
ber who he had been — ^king's cup-bearer ; mixing 
in all the festivals of one of the mightiest of this 
world's royal courts, having slaves and means in 
abundance at his command. 

Bemember all this — ^remember at the time of 
the temptation how he was faring. He was far 
away from all this old life of pleasure — a very 
pelican in the wilderness — here he stood in the dust, 
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in the rubbish of a fallen city : mnch to be done^ 
years and years of toil to be spent ere it conld be 
made even habitable, far less beautifal ; only here 
and there a beautiful piece of carving embedded in 
some stone, shewing how fair the city once had 
been ; only here and there a tower broken in half, 
shewing how strong it had been. 

Yes, friends, it was, you see, a great temptation ; 
we must all grant that ; rich living, rich attendance, 
rich fare, all, too, in return for apparently such a 
simple little thing — only to leave off building a 
piece of mortar work, and to go down and speak 
with these well-wishers of his, at the gate. 

How did he answer? He didn't, beloved, take 
the trouble to answer by word of mouth, or stay for 
a moment his work ; he didn't waste a single 
ray of that fast setting sun to stay his mallet for 
a moment, or lean over the rising battlements and 
argue with his tempters ; but he answered by a 
message — a message business-like in its brevity, so 
condensed and forcible ; it was a fit message from the 
man who sends it, clothed in his rough workman's 
apron — his face covered with the heat of a long day's 
work — " I am doing a great work, so that I cannot 
come down." 

Brethren, is that the answer you would have 
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returned ; is it the aasweiv-that is the point— yoa 
do retan. to your &Uo «e.d„ «.o« lepiraL 
against the Christian — ^the world, the flesh, and the 
devil ? Is it with a strong temptation in sight yoa 
act thus wisely — ^youdo not stop to hold one word in 
parley, even to shout by a word of mouth message, 
yours shall only be the scornful second-hand reply 
of Nehemiah — tossed off as you bend the closer to 
your work, the braver to your burden — " I won't 
" look at what you offer me, I won't gaze for a 
^^ moment at your wares, beautiful as men say they 
^'are. I am God's worker, and engaged in a 
^' mighty work for Him. I am doing a great work, 
" so that I cannot come down." 

Brethren, if such should be the reply we all 
should make when tempted — What is that work 
ooncerning which you should thus reply, which 
should possess such a fascination for you, 
that no ingress, ever so small, for sin should, 
be found in you ? Have you a wall to build for 
Ood? Have you a city to save from dust and 
ashes ? Have you a work of restoration to under- 
take? a work — the beauty of its fallen carving 
telling how fair it once was — a work God" has made 
you a fellow-worker to build up again with Him ? 
Yes, I think so. 



154 OUS TWO-rOLD WORK. 

M Ml ■■■■■■^— — ^— 1i— I ■ 1 I I ■■ » . I I Mill I I I IMII ^— ^— >—■ ■ 1 . 

And, first, yon have that city of yonr soul to 
restore ; to see that Christ be made its sure founda- 
tion ; upon Him to raise the snperstracture of a holy 
life ; by the grace of the Holy Spirit to rear strong 
bulwarks against sin ; a character to bnild up for 
Heaven ; more pressing, more nrgent, far more a 
God-entrnsted work than even Nehemiah's of old, 
for his was only the restoration of an earthly ruin ! 
How does it, let me ask yon, then, fare with yoa 
to-day ? Enemies are at yonr gate pressing to get 
in. There is that great Sanballat and Tobias, 
there is the Flesh, there is the Devil — ^asking, as 
of old, for you to go down from this work of yours, 
and speak, oh, only speak but a word, a brief par- 
ley with them, and hear their offer. Can you 
each say in reply, ^^ I am doing a great work, so 
'Hhat I cannot come down?" For, mark this, 
brethren, it was the truthfulness of that reply of 
Nehemiah — the outward proof that his words were 
no idle boast — that long white wall which itself 
bore witness, better than mere words, that his was 
a true, an earnest reply, that gave it all its point, 
that covered those traitors with such confusion — 
those rising buttresses, cemented by nights of toil 
and days of hardship, spoke for the truth of his 
reply — ^^ I am doing a great work, so that I cannot 
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'^come down." Can you answer your tempters then 
like this, in this the very best possible way — ^by a 
life of daily work for Ohrist ; can yon show each 
day, to their confusion, another stone set in the 
wall of holiness, another evil thought conquered^ 
another evil passion laid aside, another upward 
stage in a more zealous life for God ? If so, then 
your work will emphasize your brief reply, and make 
it unanswerable — "world, flesh, and devil, I am 
" doing so great a work I cannot come down to you." 
Secondly, brethren, remembering that our inward 
growth in holiness, if it be true, must have a corres- 
ponding outward growth, we ought to be able to 
give this reply also about our work for Christ's 
Church in the world. If you had asked Nehe- 
miah regarding his share in that workj do you 
think he would have needed to have answered 
in many words? Nay, beloved, his knees hard 
and callous by long vigils spent in the restored 
temple of his God, would answer for him as 
to his work in litany and adoration. The re- 
stored services of the temple, the white robed 
Levites, calling on the people to worship their God^ 
the smoke from the daily sacrifices, floating up at 
mom and eve, over a city, a few years ago, a waste, 
a howling wilderness, unoccupied except by robbers 
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and wild beasts — all these would answer you how 
true was Nehemiah's reply — how his Church work 
tallied and bore testimony to the worth and truth 
of his soul's inward progress in sanctification — and 
said plainly, as the walls rose^andthe white incense 
ascended, ^^ I am doing a great work, so that I cannot 
"come down?" Can each of us say so too. I fear 
not, brethren. 

How few can say it of that great test, which shows 
whether we are in earnest in religion — of our out- 
ward works in Christ's Church. And yet, like that 
daily work of Nehemiah's, it is a work not only 
demanded of us by Christ, but needed by our breth- 
ren. When, if not now, was our Church ever so 
watched by jealous eyes? or we, as members, so 
xjriticised as to our genuine work ? When, if not 
now, was God's Church in these lands so put on her 
trial ? nay, her existence as an established branch 
of Christ's Church, in these lands, so canvassed by 
the unfaithful? 

Beloved, know you the best answer you can put 
in the mouth of our Holy Church, as she would 
reply to her enemies? Oh it is a noble, a con- 
vincing answer — It is your roork as her children I 

Pointing to the purity of your lives, to your strict 
observance of her Prayer Book, to your multiplied 
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oblations, to your intense love of her Heavenly 
Sacraments, to your zeal in making her shrines 
beautiful and reverent, to Hope, and Faith, and 
Charity breathing through all of you, her children, 
England's Church shall reply, unanswerably, that 
her Mission is true ; her work is of God ; her place 
among the nations is not usurped ; her walls are 
rising — restored walls — more beautiful, as embody- 
ing many an age of love and wisdom — to the 
political Dissenter and to the Bomanist, grandly 
and tersely shall she answer — " I am doing a great 
^' work, so that I cannot come down." 



SERMON XXII. 



THE SACRIFICE 6- ITS ACCOMPANIMENTS. 

(An Adtbnt Sxbmom.) 



Gknssib zzn. 7. 



'* And he said, Behold the fire and the wood: hut where ie the lamb 
Jbr a burnt offering f* 

IN these words is embodied a lesson for onr 
earthly and human, onr spiritual and heavenly 
life. 

See the scene they bring before us. Two 
travellers, weary and footsore with climbing the 
fiteep sides of a high hill, are attaining at last 
the summit. Very lonely at all times is that 
mountain, peculiarly so to-day — at least it seems so 
to these two pilgrims. The bustle of the life on 
the plain, the shouts of the camel drivers, the low- 
ing of the mighty flocks of Abraham, all now is 
far away ; alone, on that lonely mountain, you see 
them toiling to the top. 

Are they alone ? An unseen Presence, the Pre- 
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seooe of Him Who bid the sun redden at dawn 
the plain, and wake the great white eagles from 
yonder rocky eyrie, seems everywhere felt, speaking 
visibly on every side, through every leaf that opens, 
every mountain blossom that appears. 

This, I think, too, was what one of those two 
travellers so felt, it pressed with irresistible force 
on the senses of the younger, that his God was 
indeed about to become very present, that the 
grand Object of their journey was now about to 
unveil Himself, that the " Unseen" was about to 
reveal His will, the Voice, the grand beautiful 
Voice of God, about to be heard by his mortal ears. 
And with this idea filling his mind, so that every 
blade of grass seemed already to have been trodden 
down by the print of Divine Feet, the very air purer 
from contact with its Maker, the sun brighter, the 
flowers more fair, came this other idea — that this 
God, who was about to manifest Himself, was to be 
appeased : He was to be met with a gift, that some- 
thing befitting His holiness and the greatness of 
His Majesty was to be placed on His mountain altar. 

What had they to offer ? What was the gift for 
this Boyal One to accept ? 

Beloved, a bundle of sticks : apparently a load of 
dry twigs : leaves gathered from the plain below ! 
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You will see at once the apparent meanness of such a 
gift to the mind of Isaac. He realised^ if he did 
nothing else^ the unfitness of that being the 
present they had come to give, the sacrifice they 
had come to offer. He yearned — whatever the cost 
— for something at once higher, nobler, deeper. 
Yes, brethren, something quick with life, with being 
— " Where," saith he, " is the sacrificial gift, for 
" surely I see it not, the wood is here, but where is 
* * the sacrifice ?" 

And, brethren, as we are passing on, note this by 
the way — it was not that the wood was bad, only fit 
to be cast away, that Isaac cried out thus ; in its own 
place nothing was more useful, nothing more fit- 
ting. Moreover, the very thing which made it so 
stiff and dry, so earthly, so unfit to be offered as a 
living sacrifice, was the very thing which made it 
serviceable for its proper use — i.e.y to be burnt. But 
the reason why it was so unsuitable now was, that 
it seemed about to take the place of something it 
was never fitted for — a sacrifice — so that the ques- 
tion became pertinent — " true, here is the wood, 
" but where is the sacrifice ?" 

^^True, here are the means, but where is the 
^' end ? Here is the form, but where is the life ?" 

Beloved, what is the meaning of this to ourselves ? 
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for I will not trace the story further, or show how 
Isaac was destined to glorify, by his obedience, 
that lonely hill altar ; how he was to become, if 
not a " bloody sacrifice," yet the sacrifice of a meek 
and quiet spirit — ^in the sight of God of great price. 
Neither is it my purpose now to dwell upon — ^what 
has been so often pointed out — the blessed signifi- 
cance of this sacrifice of Isaac, an only son, as 
speaking before of Him who is the true "Lamb 
"of God, that taketh away the sins of the world." 
But I will ask you if we cannot find something 
very like this dry wood — things given to us 
now, which, as we see many using them as if 
that, and that alone, was sufficient for their sac- 
rifice, makes us again repeat — '^ Here is the 
" wood, but where is the sacrifice ?" Here is the 
material for the rich holocaust, where is that living 
Thing to crown it ? Here is all the preparation, but 
where the match of burning love, to make out of all 
this dry wood a glory of devotion and self-sacrifice ? 

And first, and especially to us entering one of the 
most solemn of the Church's Seasons — the season of 
Advent — we may apply this thought. 

Surely, "here is the wood" — good wood, too, 
tried in many a storm, placed in all your hands by 
the Church herself, laid on each one of your shoul- 

c 
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ders as a burden for faith to bear for four solemn 
weeks after her. 

For what^ I ask, are the solemn collects, the pro- 
phetical gospels and epistles, now beginning, but 
Isaac's wood of old — material for a sacrifice? What 
are the notes of Advent hymns, which sing of OnCi 
Who on some nnlooked-for day will come in the 
clouds of Heaven, and for Whose coming sinful men 
must prepare — but the very wood of Isaac — ^material 
for some sacrifice ? What are the violet colours 
we see vesting the altars of many churches, the 
extinguished lights of joy, and outside, the fallen 
leaves, the grey and winter skies, but the very wood, 
too, of Isaac — ^materials to help some sacrifice ? 

Yes, surely, all this is true, but what I want you, 
beloved, to see, is that all these things in themselves 
are not sufficient for you to offer to God as an 
Advent sacrifice, that if this is all you mean to do, 
i.^., to sing a few solemn hymns, to attend a few 
extra services, to modulate your voice to a peni> 
tential litany — then God's angels may well have to 
ask, as they see you carrying these dry fagots along 
Advent-tide, — "Here is the ivood^ but where is the 
" sacrifice ?" 

What, then, is the Advent Sacrifice — dry wood ? 
Kay, as of old, a living, real, personal gift, one quick 
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with being, stored with love, with faith, with purity: 
dashed over, too, I trow, in many cases by tears of 
love, of penitential fear — the grandest, noblest gift 
a man can offer his Maker. This is what makes the 
dry twigs of Church liturgies and services, the 
plaintive hymns, the solemn Advent litanies — not in 
themselves, but laid on them, exceeding beautiful ; 
the gift — the sacrifice of yourself. 

That is what God wants, this what Bis Advent 
Angels love to see — many services ? yes, perhaps, 
many tears ? yes, perhaps, many prayers ? yes, per- 
haps, wood — good old wood these things are — but 
certainly the sacrifice — ^your heart, yourself. 

n. If this is true of Advent, it is true of many 
other things. It is true of our Church's outward 
fabric and adornment. What do I mean? I mean 
this. How often have I gone into some great 
Cathedral Church : all so still within, all so solenm, 
the knights, in stiff effi^, at prayer, the afternoon 
sun, through pictured saints and heroes, pouring 
softly in, far off in the choir the organ's fluttering 
notes, the dim aisles grey and dark, their great 
arches fleeing one past another — 

* * The very air a prayer. 
The atmosphere fnU of angels wings." 

How often, too, have I stood in some peaceful yil- 
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lage Charch, not a noise to be heard but the ivy 
beating against the east window, or a bird flying 
through the great elm trees outside — ^the rows of 
village benches, the old altar far in the distance — 
all so quiet, breathing too of peace, and like the grand 
cathedral — of prayer. And yet, as I have turned 
away, something has seemed wanting : if I have seen 
no worshippers in either, Isaac's question, brethren^ 
that empty cathedral, and empty church both 
prompted — " Here is the wood, but where is the 
" sacrifice ?" 

Here are the dead rafters, the silent choir — " Here 
" is the wood — the accompaniment, but not the sac- 
" rifice." Human hearts are wanted here ; this altar 
wants hearts full of praise and thanksgiving to 
keep the great Feast upon it ; these long aisles want 
feet of worshippers to tread them ; these stalls and 
benches want knees of humble penitents to bend 
within them. Here is the beautiful carved wood, 
but, oh my God, add a human soul, to wrestle in 
Thy sacred courts, and be the sacrifice. 

What, then, in conclusion ? 

I. This lesson, surely, from all we have been 
saying. Do not be satisfied in merely conforming 
to religion outwardly. Do not, like Isaac, be satis- 
fied with bearing on your shoulders through life the 
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dry wood provided in your prayer books, that is the 
Church's sei^ons and rales, while your own self, 
your heart, is wanting as a sacrifice. 

This practically applied during this coming 
Advent will make you, if you follow my advice to- 
day, not be satisfied with merely listening to 
solemn hymns, joining in acts of solemn prayer, 
listening to solemn sermons. 

*^Here is the wood," you will say, "but God demands 
^'something more that I should put on my Advent altar 
" than merely these dry forms — I must give Thee, 
'^ O God, not alone my wood, but also my sacrifice — 
" self, crucified and burnt up by the living flame of 
" Divine love ; self, soul and body, a sacrifice accept- 
" able to Thee, through Jesus Christ." 

II. Brethren, remember that note of mine in the 
unfolding of the story : I said the fault was not to be 
found in the wood, being only wood ; being, therefore, 
by nature, dry, hard, unfitted for a sacrifice, but 
in the fault of the man, who should seek in such 
material a living sacrifice. 

It will teach you, I think — a very important thing 
in these days — ^to keep in their right place, and to 
judge fairly, as they should be judged, the things 
which are the accompaniment, the "wood," as it 
were, of our sacrifices. It will teach you, that 
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though they are unable to please God without tbe 
sacrifice of yourselves, yet in their proper place 
they are comely, fitting, appropriate, useful. That 
good works, in themselves alone, are insufficient for 
a sacrifice,but forming the wood on which is laid your- 
self, and offered through Christ in faith and love, 
they become noble, accepted, glorious — ^part and 
parcel in your great sacrifice. 

It will teach you that outward ritual and the decor- 
ation and beautifying of your services aud Churches, 
though, in itself, without life, yet is good wood, a 
meet and useful thing to accompany, and kindle 
into fervour, that grander act of your Christian 
worship, the immolation of your self. 

That, in a word, beloved, all things in nature, 
yea, too, in art, all things even unserviceable in 
themselves for a sacrificial gift, in the hands of a 
Christian, become means for that noble end. Once 
let you make that oblation of your own hearts; 
once, like Isaac, let you lay yourselves on all this 
dry wood — and you will be enabled to say when you 
do that — God grant you all may — 

Here, Lord, is the wood— outward reverence, 
a Church adorned, Thy Advent season kept, the 
world, in which I can serve Thee, the flesh in which 
I can glorify Thee, the Devil, whom I can resist for 
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Thee — ^here is all the woodj but here, too, I give 
Thee with it, the living sacrifice — myself; and *^ al- 
** though I be unworthy, through my manifold sins, 
" to offer unto Thee my sacrifice, yet I beseech Thee 
*'to accept this my bounden duty and service, 
" through Jesus Christ our Lord." 



Sermon XXIII. 



THE VEILED PRESENCE. 
(Harvest.) 



S. Mabk zvi. 12. 

'' Me appeared in another form unto two of thenif as they walked 
and went into the country,* 



t9 



HOW sweet a walk into the fresh beautiful coun- 
try seems to those who live, pent up most of 
the year, in towns. To feel the cool springing turf 
under our feet. To see the beautiful blue sky, 
without a chimney to soil its face. To hear the 
lark's glad song as it soars higher and higher, until 
our strained eyes can no longer trace it's flight 
— this is, indeed, a real happiness, a real joy. 
I do not know if those brown-faced cottagers we 
see, as we take these pleasant country walks, enjoy 
all this beautiful nature so much ; whether their 
little children, playing all day under the tall elms, 
full of beautiful wind-music, have ears to hear, or 



THE VEILED PREBENOE. 109 

hearts to enjoy it ; but this I do know, all we— dusty, 
weary people from the great towns — ^truly love it. 
And so, (for man's tastes change but little in cen- 
turies,) I can well imagine that it was an event 
full of pleasure to those two disciples — ^the walk 
long ago, at eventide, to green Emmaus. The 
streets of Jerusalem had been so hot, so dusty, 
so full of pilgrims for many days, so much 
had taken place, such heart-rending events, that 
very beautiful they felt the country stillness. To 
hear not a sound but the song of some late bird, 
or the ripple of some distant brook on her pebbles ; 
simple as these things were, they gave the two dis- 
ciples real, rich joy. 

I. If not literally, dear friends, yet by association, 
all of us are invited by Holy Church to-day, to take a 
step towards the beautiful country. Whence come 
these flowers wreathed round font and pillar, but 
&om the country gardens ? What are these bright 
apples but fruit gathered in country orchards ? 
The golden sheaf — ^the symbol of our festival — 
gathered in from yellow uplands in the country, 
lies before the altar. 

Well, if so, we must all take part in a great 
thanksgiving to-day, raised from one of the purest 
sources of joy — the contemplation of nature. On 
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our lips the song of the three children irresistibly will 
break forth, " 0, all ye works of the Lord, bless ye 
"the Lord, praise Him and magnify Him for ever." 
The true, the beautiful spirit — breathed from the 
green fields, the harvest uplands, the flowing streams, 
— will spring up in our souls to-day ; and we, too, 
shall joy, with those two disciples, in lovely 
nature. 

IL But if you all go away from Church to-day, 
possessing that alone, good as it is, shall we have 
gained all that we should have gained from our 
harvest walk ? I think not. It was not enouo^h in 
God's estimation, that those two disciples, on that 
beautiful evening walk to Emmaus, should joy 
merely in nature. Oh no, beloved. He in His 
supreme goodness, reserved something even still 
better for them. He intended to raise that walk of 
theirs almost into a sacramental act. It was not 
enough for them to joy in Creation that night, they 
were to make this great leap in spiritual life— Joy in 
the Creator. 

Oh, dear friends, that, believe me, must be the 
step you must take to-night, if, like as the bee drinks 
from the flower, you are to get the honey out of this 
beautiful Church festival. That man among you 
will stop short of true joy, true thankfulness, who 
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does not let Us sonl arise from natare spread around 
him, so good, so plentiful in the yellow fields of 
grain, to God Himself. 

Creation, as you rest your hand in hers to day, 
will be untrue, if she does not slip your hand out of 
hers, into the wide and bountiful Hand of her 
Creator. 

III. But how will you find your Lord ? is it 
possible for you to miss seeing Him ? Yes, if you 
look for Him in all this country life, appearing to 
you as God. 

That was how these two disciples missed recogniz- 
ing Him for so long. He came ; He walked close ta 
them. It was the breath of God that swept across 
their faces, it was the voice of their Master that 
broke upon the still silence of the country that 
eventide, yet how long they failed to know it was 
Himself. He appeared in ^' another form," in a garb 
they had not expected — so humble was it and sa 
lowly. 

Could this be he who had challenged death and 
hell, and conquered both ? Could this dusty, weary, 
way-farer, be He who had risen, as Mary had told 
them, their God? So their eyes were holden 
that they should not see him. How, then, shall 
you, dear friends, discover to-day creation's Lord, 
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jour Lord, too, your Jesns ? Oh, look close, so veiled 
ifi His bright glory, or you will also miss Him. His 
robes are the petals of these way-side flowers — the 
blue veronica, the "meek-eyed daisy." You see 
apparently their beauty ; look still closer, it is not^ 
theirs, it is God's beauty in them, for in them He 
greets thee, in them He cheers thee I How are you 
to find your Lord ? Look abroad, stand on yon lofty 
hill, as the sun goes down, feel the wind blowing 
full of life against your cheek, and bless the life- 
giving wind? Nay, rather bow your Head, bless 
the unseen God, the wind whispers to you of Him. 
It is His Breath that passes out of the wind's 
white bosom and revives you. How are you to find 
your Lord ? The fields are white unto the Harvest, 
the reapers are at work in them, oh pierce the 
golden shrouds of their rich autumn glory, and 
discover that it is God who is thy Bread and thy 
Life? 

Thus you see, brethren, what a dignity a Har- 
vest Festival gains when it is thus lifted from 
praise to God over nature, to praise to God in 
nature; for as you recognise that God, not " nature" 
has travailed and wrought for this glad Harvest's 
fruition, during long days and longer months, it 
will be Himself you bless to-day, HimseK you 
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stoop over and adore, while you whisper — 

'* Both flesh and spirit at Thy Fresenoe fail* 
Yet here Thy Fresenoe we derontly hail." 

Your glad songs of praise will not float like white 
mists do, spell-bound over the beautiful fields at 
night, but be wafted far past the blue sky where the 
same God, unveiled, discovers the loveliness of His 
Presence. Shall I add anything more ? Only this : 
What was the issue of that walk through the beau- 
tiful country with God's veiled Presence by their 
side for those two disciples ? Did'nt it almost imme- 
diately help them to recognise Him ^ in the house," 
when their sweet walk was over? Oh yes, dear friends, 
their eyes, indeed, were then opened, and they knew 
under the form of a lowly wayfarer, their God was 
giving them His glad Eucharist. 

Beloved, so may it be with our harvest con- 
templation to-day, our walk into the country 
may so lead us on, that having learnt to expect 
our Lord, under nature's humble forms, we shall 
readily hail Him in the house — the Church, under 
no less humble, no less natural forms. The ^^form" 
may be still, to our outward eyes, humble, earthly — 
the flour of wheat, the ruddy grape, or the crystal 
water ; but our spiritual perception will have become 
quickened ; for in the great world of nature, and in 
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the great supemataral world of grace — under the 
humbleBt forms — ^we shall then recognise, and love 
to adore — * the Lord.' 

" O Christ, whom now beneath a Veil we see, 
May what we thirst for soon our portion he^ 
To gaze od Thee nnyeiled, and see Thy Face, 
The Vision of Thy glory and Thy grace." Amen. 



Sermon xxiv. 



STANDING AFAR OFF. 
(Eleventh Sunday apteb Tbinitt.) 



S. LuKB zvnz. 18. 

^^ And the publican, standing afar of, would not lift 'up bo much 
OB his eyes unto heaven, but emote upon hie breast, saying, God be mer- 
ciful to me a sinner* 



*t 



MANY things when tested are found in reality 
to be different from what they seemed to 
be. Things which seem gold, put into the cruci- 
ble, turn out alloy ; on the other hand, the dark 
clod of earth tried by fire, discovers the rich ore. 
Thus it is in the position taken by this publican in 
to-day's gospel; "afar off" he stands : that position 
seems the gold of humility — ^in reality it is the dull 
ore of shame : on the other hand, isolated, miserable, 
as that far off position appears, when examined it also 
turns out to be the rich gold of worth. The posi- 
tion of this sinner is at once therefore his shame 
and his glory. 

L It is to his shame : — for, think you, beloved, 
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he ought to have heen found thus standing ; was it 
his rightful position, standing far off from God ? 
Oh no, indeed, if circumcision was to do anything, 
it was to do this — to bring a man nearer his 
Creator, to bridge over the great chasm made by 
sin, and to make mankind again their Creator's* 
By this mark of God, each Jew became a child of 
God. If so, is it the position, think you, of a child 
to stand "far off" from his Father ; rather, is not a 
child's privilege, the closest and the nearest access — 
to be nurtured under the Father's eyes — to eat daily 
at the Father's table — to be taught ever by his 
Father's example ? Where then is the excuse for 
this child of God to be found standing in the temple, 
far off from his Great Father ? There is no excuse ; 
it is to his shame that he does so. 

So beloved, of ourselves. What are the Church's 
Sacraments for ?— only for one end, to bring us each 
nearer to GK)d : to place us all right under the 
hands of the Creator — to place us, though on earth, 
in the very kingdom, at the very Board of the 
Great King. For this was Holy Baptism given you 
— ^given to bring you nearer, by water and the Holy 
Spirit, to the Father. For this was the Holy 
Eucharist instituted — to bring you nearer, by the 
Body and Blood of Jesus, to the Eternal Father. 
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For tliis was a power of loosing and absolving given 
to His Church — ^to bring you to the feet of the 
All-Father in heaven. 

These are the means — means constantly offered 
you, placed within your grasp. Why are some of 
you standing afar off then to-day from Gbd — is it to 
your glory ? God forbid ; it is to your bitter shame. 
" I cannot help being bad, it's my natural tempera- 
" ment to give way to that passion, or to that fail- 
ing," — is it a valid excuse ? Oh no, indeed, every 
failing that you suffer has its corresponding grace 
stored up for you in the Church, every sin has its 
antidote ; it is your own fault if you do not use it. 
Not to be leading a godly life, not to be living in 
the presence of Christ, not to be a true Cross* 
bearer — all this is to your shame : it is a shameful 
position that the angels find some of you in to-day 
— a deliberate sin, an inexcusable isolation, standing 
afar off from holiness and God I 

IL Again, it was to the shame of this Publican 
to be found standing afar off, for this reason also, 
not alone had his evil life placed him in this posi- 
tion, but life itself. This is a far off land from that 
of heaven. When we go out of Church to-day and 
look up at the blue sky, saying, ^^ there is heaven," 
whether it be just there or not, it matters little for 
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the purpose in hand ; at all events we do know thiSi 
it is a ** land which is very far off.'* 

When we see that the last breath has passed from 
the lips of those we love^ and closing their eyes 
whisper that another has passed away to Paradise ; 
wherever that Paradise may be, we only know it is 
a place removed from " the moil and toil '* of life — 
'' afar off." 

No nearer was Heaven — ^no nearer the sweet 
place called ^ Abraham's bosom' to this poor publi- 
can — ^how comes it then that it is to his shamej he 
is standing ^^afar" from Heaven? Can he climb 
np the blue star-set ladder you will ask, and enter 
yon golden gates? Can he enter, before death's 
angel carries him thither, npon that rest secured 
above ? Can you and I do so ? Beloved, he could^ 
we can! 

It is true no man can ascend into heaven while in 
this " mortal coil," but bethink you, though you 
cannot ascend up into heaven, you can bring heaven 
down to you : its life can even now be yours : its 
love even now yours: its peace which passeth 
understanding now your own. There is no greater 
mistake than to portion off our life here, from the 
life there : in reality, it is one — it is continuous ; 
if baptized you are now in the kingdom of heaven. 
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Have yon not often seen a little river, which flows 
along discoloured and dark from the nature of its 
banks — bnt these past, and henceforth taking its 
onward course through green meadows and sweet 
flowers, its waters become clear and bright ? What a 
mistake it would be to think, though the circum- 
stances changed, and the water grew bright, it was 
a different river I 

So beloved, of your life here, your life up there, 
its circumstances indeed will be different, but it will 
be the same life, discoloured here, bright exceedingly 
there ; full of shadows here, full of light there ; 
autumn leaves floating on its stream here, sweet 
flowers there. 

Oh, baptized ones, then, of Jesus, soldiers of that 
King, owners even now of a mansion above, it is to 
your shame to-day, as it was to this man long ago, 
if you are standing afar off from that kingdom of 
Heaven I 

III. If it was to his shame, as you see it was, how. 
was it to the publican's glory to be found thus 
standing? There is an old proverb which says 
" to know our loss is half way to repair it." So 
with the publican, to know he was standing far off, 
to be conscious of it, was indeed to take the first step 
to heaven and to holiness. Some men never know 
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their true position— death itself does not bring thi« 
bitter reyelation, they die as they have lived — self- 
deceived* Bat it was not so with this man! 
No, beloved^ one day in the great bazaar at 
Jerusalem^ he who had been so self-satisfied felt a 
want. One day as he stood, tired with much tax- 
ingy weary with threatening and extorting payment, 
he became conscious of a grievous failure. It was 
not a loss in money, it was not a want of property ; 
the banks were safe, the usury good — ^he was a clever 
man, no doubt, he would make the taxing ^ pay/ It 
was not a loss in his family ; he had, I daresay, nice 
little children at home, a good wife, pleasant gar- 
dens, full of olives and figs. Tet, prosperous as he 
was, he felt a want, a mighty loss, and then, too, 
how this feeling grew and gathered strength. When 
the red dawn kissed the hills, and the light streamed 
in at his bedroom window, he woke with a start, 
with a weight on his heart, with a feeling of his 
loss. When the sun poured down over city and 
plain, and others took their noontide sleep, he was 
wakeful, he was restless, more weary than at sun- 
rise, more conscious of his loss. When that sun 
set, and the merchants went home, and the day's 
taxes were gathered in, oh, what a mighty sense of 
helplessness and want, of craving and of loss, flooded 
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his soal. People said ^^he was growing mad/' 
perhaps he would have become so unless he had 
found a remedy, discovered his loss and retrieved 
it, by entering the temple : for rest came to him at 
last — ^ This man went down to his house comforted 
^ and justified.' 

Beloved, do you feel this want? Doctors, you know, 
ask of their patients ** are you hungry, do you feel 
" a craving for food ?" — ^they judge by the answer if 
they are beginning to amend. Is it so with your 
soul ? do you realise your position ? are you hunger- 
ing and thirsting after righteousness ? do you feel 
bitterly and repentingly, that you are "standing 
"afar off" from God? 

Oh, blessed realisation, if such be yours ; from this 
very hour you are beginning to amend ; the blood 
of a holier life is already coursing back again into 
your veins ; strength and grace will soon be yours ; 
(ifar qffyovL now stand ; soon shall that position be 
reversed. The Blood of Jesus shall bring you near^ 
the Arms of Jesus shall stretch over the long dis- 
tance and bless you, the Feet of Jesus shall carry 
you over that dark boundary line into peace ! 

Dear friends, may we all thus realise to-day that 
we do stand, even the best of us, by reason of our 
many sins, very far off from holiness ; but let us 
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also earnestly pray and labour to be brongbt near. 
Then the shame of that weary position will be 
past for ever : its glorious humility alone will be 
left — even the remembrances of our lost years 
will seem 

" AngelB to beckon ub 
Kearer my Qod to Thee 
Nearer to Thee." 

And we ^ who sometimes were far off shall be made 
* nigh by the Blood of Christ.' 



SKRMON XXY. 



ANGELIC BEAUTY. 
(Festival of S. Miohael and At.t. Angels.) 



PsALX L. 2. 
«* The perfection of Beauty.** 



IF any of ns have a beantifal object in art or 
nature, how carefully we preserve it, we put it 
in a place where none can touch it but ourselves — 
hide it away in a strong box, or on a high shelf. 
Or if we happen to have a rare object, brought over 
the sea by some sailor friend, a product of sunnier 
climes than our own, or of far northern steppes^ 
how jealously, too, we preserve it — it is almost a 
" red letter day*' with us when we bring it out into 
the light, but one thing at least we are careful to 
do — ^to keep it from the touch and from the use of 
others. 

How different are God's ways from our ways, 
His thoughts from ours I — if God treated His beau- 
tiful things, and His rare things, as we do ours, we 
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should be keeping no festival of the holy Angels 
to-day. 

For what is more beautifal in a wide creation 
than an angel ; what is endowed with a rarer intel- 
ligence — yet how does God use these rare and beau- 
tiful beings? Oh, generous acts of love — "Are 
" they not all ministering spirits sent forth to min- 
" ister for them who shall be heirs of salvation ?" 

Perhaps, dear friends, you think the reason of 
this lavish generosity on God's part arises from the 
fact, that the angelic beauty is of an imperfect kind, 
hardly worth so jealously preserving ; look, then, 
on their beauty to-day, and learn how perfect it is — 
that just because of its perfection, God can afford to 
trust it to the winds of this lower world, for it has 
an incorruptible character which fadeth not away — 

L The angels' beauty is a beauty of holiness. 

J£ there was one thought that filled the Creator's 
mind as He called into being, in the great eternity 
past, angelic existence, it was the thought that He 
would create a race devoted to holiness. A king or 
a master, you know, when he is about to choose some 
household servants, who will be brought, above all 
their fellows, into close and familiar contact with 
himself, seeks to find, in those he chooses, some 
traits in their character like His own. It was so 
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with God. The angels were to he His nearest and 
His dearest, to gaze on the open vision of His own 
Divine loveliness ; it was to be an angel's face that 
should reflect his own Love ; it was to be an angel's 
life that should harmonise with His own. The 
beauty of Holiness — this beauty of their Lord's — 
must be theirs then. 

Dear friends, how often have we to mourn over 
beauty for ever fled : beauty decaying around us. 
What a blessed thing, then, it is to be able to con- 
template something whose beauty shall never die : 
something, too, which may be ours with the angels, 
— ^it is the beauty of holiness. Time can never 
brush off its bloom, years can never cause its glory 
to decay : your hair may whiten, your eyes grow 
dim, but if you cultivate holiness you will have a 
beauty which the longer it endures the greater it will 
grow. 

II. Bat God is very lavish in His gifts to the 
angels — there is another mark of beaaty theirs 
besides holiness — ^it is the beauty of sympathy. If 
you have ever passed along a gallery of statues — 
beautifol as their white marble is, finely as they are 
chiselled, have you not been conscious of a want in 
their beautiful faces, a missing touch of grace, which 
the sculptor has not added? Ah, it is some- 
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thing he can never give his statue, because it can 
only come from a living soul, a heart meeting 
heart — it is the beauty of sympathy. 

This is what you will find in the angels : it is what 
gives them, if I may say so, the nearest approach to 
the human in their character — ^the beauty of 
sjrmpathy ; no white robes can enhance that, no 
golden harps can make that sweeter : it is at once 
intensely beautiful, and intensely useful. For do 
you know, beloved, when an angel's beauty of sym- 
pathy is most discerned and most felt? It is not 
when he bends before the white throne above, it is 
not when he sings his sweet songs above, it is not 
when he stands beside us in the hour of our wealth, 
or in the day of prosperity, but when we most 
want to see that celestial trait of beauty, and most 
desire to feel him near us— * 

« When the heart ia sad within 
With the thought of aU its sin." 

Then, ah, then, it is, beloved, that the rare beauty 
of angelic sympathy grows upon us, and we realise 
that they rejoice at our repentance. Or in the hour 
of pain, when the body is racked and worn with 
tossings to and fro, and long night watdies — ^it is 
an angel's sympathetic touch that soothes our agony. 
Or in the hour of death, when our need is so great. 
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and human aid so power less, then it is — what though 
he comes with death? — that an angePs sweet arm^ 
fold to his breast of sympathy the weary frightened 
spirit. It was even thus that angels bore to Para- 
dise the soul of Lazarus. It is even thus — if you 
and I will only now lead an angel's life of sym- 
pathy and of holiness, they shall bear us to Peace* 

For the lowliest of us can gain this beauty for 
ourselves. It requires no great field for display, it 
is a homely, though a beautiful grace : it is hea-' 
venly in its character, yet only exercised on earth. 
It is a sweet and beautiful flower, but, though 
angels bear its white blossom in their bosom, it can 
grow in a little plot of earth, in the darkest spot, 
when watered by God's grace. 

III. But the angels have also this mark of beauty, 
too — that of unselfishness. 

What mars a beautiM human face more than sel- 
fishness written on it? It is that which shuts the 
ear to the cry of the widow and orphan, which 
makes the richest possessions irksome andunprofit« 
able, the highest position unenviable. Ah, dear 
friends, God has taken good care no such a thing 
shall mar an angel's sweet face — ^his lips, his 
eyes, his whole being, speak of self-forgetful- 
ness. 
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And yet do not go away with the idea that the 
angels have nothing to afford them material, if they 
choose, for thoughts of jealousy towards us. They, 
are the eldest sons of Gk)d, created long before we 
were. They fought so well, one great day above, 
that Evil, by their valour, was cast out of the Palace 
of their King for ever. On the other hand, if, as 
is thought, our race was created to fill up their ranks, 
thinned by the dreadful fall of so many of them — 
they have, not alone to welcome, but to minister to a 
race, who, though alien to their own, claim like pri- 
vileges, and like honours. 

Nay, more than that, the angels had to witness 
their King Himself, willing and ready to be born 
and die, in order to raise this lower race even higher 
henceforth than their own. 

Oh, beloved, how the best of us fail in this trait 
of angelic beauty — that of spiritual xmselfishness. 
How slow we are to believe in the sinner repentant 
of his ways. How slack we are to welcome the 
outcast to our midst. How hard and dogmatically 
we draw up our religious differences, in order to en- 
noble ourselves at others' expense. Where is the 
angelic beauty of unselfishness — ^in many little 
towns and villages you will search, I think, in 
vain for the house it abides in. 
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Oh tiy, then, like those who gaze on a beautiful 
picture, to gain from that gaze something to do you 
good, as you look to-day on Angelic Beauty. They 
are near you, these— 

''Angela of Jesas, angels of light." 

The angelic copy is never wanting. Trace their 
beauty of holiness. Trace their sympathy. Trace 
their unselfishness. Pray that the angels may 
find something like a reflection of their own 
sweet beauty — ennobling your lives, casting a halo 
round all you do and say, so that, as year by year 
rolls by, each Angels' Festival may find you fitter 
for the angels' songs, and the angels' beautiful com- 
panionship in Heaven. 



Sermon XXYI. 



FRAGRANT LIVES. 
(Fob Festival of All Saints.) 

8. John zn. 8, 
" The house was JlUed toith the odour of the ointment.*' 

WITH the brown leaves fallen, with the sweet 
flowers lying dead, with the swallows de- 
parted, and winter close at hand, the Chnrch 
Animates our sadness to-day, by doing something 
for us ; she breaks that wonderful box held ever in 
her hand, and so the whole house is full of the rich 
odour. This odour first stole through the house 
when Magdalene, in tears, broke her box above the 
head and feet of her dear Lord. But thousands of 
hands since hers have performed a like action, thou- 
sands of holy ones have taken the gold of charity, 
since she departed, and bought of holy Church 
this sweet spikenard for their " well-beloved.'* 

For that brings me to the first point I want yon 
to notice in this ointment, what is it made of? 
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There is^ you know, the healing balm with which we 
toach the wounds of the soldier. There is the 
bracing salve with which we bind up the enfeebled 
limbs of the paralytic ; but this ointment offered 
by Mary and countless saints to their Master, is none 
of these ; it is of a more spiritual natare, of a 
glorifying, not of a healing character — it is Faith. 
The word spikenard conveys that meaning.* Faith, 
is exactly that which makes a sacred life so sweet. 
Tears, sacraments, and struggles, temptations van- 
quished, sins subdued, all these, and more besides, 
are gathered by the Saints in their life-long toil for 
Jesus Christ, but that which binds them all together, 
the " nard," the very " mortar " of their sweet oint- 
ment is Faith. It is Faith that gives the fragrance, 
it is Faith which, broken though the chalice may 
be, that holds the ointment, though long laid low 
the pious hands that did the good works ; though, 
at rest the busy brain that meditated the holy 
actions, it is Faith that still floats round that frag- 
rant life^ and fills the whole Church with its odour. 
Thank God, dear friends, for that grace of Faith. 

We might, without it, despair to day, conscious 
of our sins, of ever joining All Saints above. 
This festival, instead of bringing us joy, might only 

* <*libram imguenti nardi pistici/' op. Ilt^ii Faith. 
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bring us the sorrow of despairi bat, though 
the ointment displayed to-day is so sweet, and the 
holiness of these saints of God, so great, now that 
we learn that it is of Faith, who need despair ? ^^ I 
'^ cannot do much," says one, ^^ I am poor and 
^^ humble, and have little money ; out of what can I 
" make this sweet perfume for Jesus Christ's glory?" 
Oh, beloved, out of Faith ; all things are possible to 
him that believeth. 

" We are but little oluldren weak, 
Nor bom to any high estate, 
What can we do for Jesu's sake. 
From whence this preeioua ointment make*' 

Oh, out of Faith ! Blessed are they who have not 
seen, yet have believed. The lowliest actions, the 
humblest toil, the poorest deed done in the blessed 
faith of Jesus Christ turns to sweetness, gains a 
fragrance that can never die. 

Well then, if so, notice this also ; wheiice issues 
this sweet odour of saintly life to-day ? For find- 
iDg that out, will enable us to ask ourselves, from 
whence our own good deeds arise. 

Bees put their honey in a hive ; the wild bird 
stores his food away in the clefts of the tall trees ; 
the little ants in their brown hillocks ; but the saints 
have stored all their sweetness in what a strange 
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place — ^in a broken box. Mary first discovered the 
box must be broken ere the sweetness could be per- 
ceived : ^^ She brake the box^ and poured it on His 
*^ Head," while she softly whispered in His ear, " A 
<^ broken and a contrite heart, God^ thou wilt not 
'^ despise.'' Oh ! beautiful alabaster I though so 
£stir, yet before thy sweetness is felt by Jesus 
Christ, thou must be broken. Oh I heart of man, 
stored with human graces, yet thou too must be bro- 
ken, ere the sweet fragrance of thy love can fill the 
Church of God. 

Michael Angelo was walking in Florence one day, 
with some friends, in rich holiday attire ; suddenly 
as he walked along, he saw a great block of marble, 
dull and dirty, lying by the pathway ; regardless of 
his dress, he immediately began to try to lift it up. 
" There is," saith he, to his wondering friends, " in 
'Hhis marble, black and dull as it looks, stained by 
'^ rain and storms, an angel ; I must let that angel 
'^ out." He had it removed to his studio ; and there, 
with patient toil, with mallet and chisel, he ^^ let the 
<^ angel out." Beloved, it is so with ourselves. Are 
your prayers and your canticles, your thoughts, words, 
and deeds, flying forth like angels bearing incense 
from a broken shrine, a rent and tender heart ? Only 
so can these offerings be sweet Somehow — I know 
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not how, except it be God only blesses such — ^the 
very same action may be done ; the very same 
prayer may be prayed ; the very same thought may 
be conceived in a heart unbroken by repentance, as 
in one broken and contrite ; bat this is the differ- 
ence : there issues no sweetness from the former. It 
is of the earth, essentially human ; in the heart un- 
broken, the sweet fragrance is as it were shut in, 
none rises up to heaven as it should, none bursts 
through its narrow individuality, and, as saintly 
words and saintly deeds ever do, fills the whole house 
with the fragrant odour. The angel is there ; there 
in the darkest life, thank God, there in the most 
tempest-worn existence ; but oh, beloved, if it is to 
go forth and to beautify the Church of God ; if your 
hidden grace of baptism in other words is to avail 
your fellows and your Lord, you must break the 
alabaster, you must let the angel out, you must 
break the box, you must let the sweetness pass. 
Do you know how? Well, with the Saints in their 
white robes bending over us to-day, it is an appro- 
priate question. These, you see to-day, were men 
once, like you and me ; they sinned, and they fell ; 
they were tempted, and they were often weary, just 
like ourselves 5 how did they break through all 
these hindrances ? What broke their hearts and 
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made such a host of sweet words aud actions fill with 
their fragrance, the Church of Jesus ; do you know? 
Oh, it was the Cross. 

Perhaps Mary Magdalene broke open her rich 
hox of spikenard with something that one of the 
guests in Simon's house gave her for the purpose ; 
it may have been so, but it certainly has been so 
^th all saints since ; it must be so with ourselves. 

There is a Guest to-day sitting in the House of 
His Church ; weary and worn, yet not too weary 
^nd worn to wait for your sweet ointment of holy 
deeds and holy words, to rise up in fragrance ; not 
too weary and worn, but He reaches to you a weapon 
to break open that hard heart that keeps His graces 
shut in. It is the Cross, His own dear Cross ; it 
will, and will alone break the hardest heart ; it will 
work a wonder as it touches your heart, it will call 
forth all the sweetness therein, the long-lost graces, 
the prayers Christ has so long waited to hear ; as of 
old, if once the alabaster is broken, the house shall 
be filled with the odour of saintly Faith. " Sweetness 
^'and light," so has a great man defined a happy 
state ; he was right, the saints themselves, as I see 
them bending over us to-day, say so too. Human life 
cannot spare that sweetness and light which lies lin- 
gering, shut up in your soul ; the world needs as much 
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as of old, that hard alabaster box of jonrs to be 
broken, and the saintly sweetness and light to escape. 
Jesus Christ needs, as of old, the man and the 
woman that was a sinner yesterday, to break to-day 
over His beautiful head the chalice of self-denial,, 
and let forth in all its ever-growing sweetness, the 
fragrance of a holy life. 

Then, beloved, what though you be poor, as ther 
plowman Isidore, or the beggar Cuthman; simple 
as the maiden Veronica, unskilled as even the great 
twelve Apostles once were of earthly lore, it will 
be enough, the faithful, humble life alone will be 
enough to fill the whole ^ house,' the Church — ^long 
after you are departed — ^with its rich fragrance. 



Sermon xxvii. 



DELIVERED TO HIS MOTHER. 



S. Lttkb yii, 15. 
'* Ke delivered him to his mother" 

WHEN the son of the widow of Nain rose from 
his death slamber, what gratitude must 
have thrilled his soul I His dark face must have 
flushed with love, his voice have quivered with 
^suppressed adoration. We can imagine that he said, 
^*Lord, I will follow Thee whithersoever thou 
^« goest." 

If to rescue a man from peril, gives the rescuer 
^ claim no time can efface — and he who is rescued, 
would be the basest of men to forget such a claim 
— what must have been the overwhelming sensa- 
tion of gratitude that flooded this lad's soul, as 
he rose up from the very bier ; no doubt ardently 
Jie longed to receive permission to ^^ rise up, like 
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" S. Matthew, leave all, and follow the dear Lord,"' 
Ah I but if so he waited in vain : if he prayed 
such a prayer, the reply was very different ta 
what he expected. Christ must have almost 
seemed to throw cold water on his enthusiastic 
desires ; calmly, yet very gently, He renounced his 
own claims for awhile — He acknowledged another's, 
as " He delivered him to his mother." 

L He did thus because the mother had great 
need of her son. - How often in those dark hours 
preceding his death, this weeping mother had 
longed for her dear child's help ; the meal barrel 
stood empty, for lack of his toil to fill it ; the 
backet at the well unfilled, for his strong arm to 
swing the rope and let it down ; the hearth needed 
fagots brought by him from yonder forest to replen- 
ish it ; oh, the mother sorely needed that child. It 
was the remembrance of the intensity of her need 
that made the voice of Jesus (Himself the widow's 
Son^ falter as He cried, " Young man, I say unto 
"thee, arise." 

Beloved, you too have a Mother, for " he who has 
*^ not the Church for his Mother, has not God for 
** his Father ;'* the day is far spent, night is draw- 
ing on, and it is the remembrance of all her need 
of your service, that makes the voice of Jesus^ 
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to-day thrill through the world with a stranga 
pathos of chiding, as He cries, ^^ Dead soal, I say 
**unto thee, arise ;" it is the perception of this 
need that the Church waits for from you and from 
me, to make the world better and purer, wiser and 
holier — ^the Mother waits to-day for the recognition 
of you her children. 

Have you ever, beloved, seen a mother's return, 
after an absence from home — the light is fading, 
3he stands at the open doorway of her cottage, 
tears sparkle in her eyes, she stretches out her 
arms, she waits — oh, how lovingly and how 
patiently, for her children, to look up and to 
recognise her. It is so with you and with me to- 
day — there is your Mother, the beautiful Church, 
she waits at your threshold, beloved, she yearns 
over you, she longs to clasp you to her warm breast; 
in holy baptism Christ delivered you from death 
unto sin, unto this your Mother — why do you not 
satisfy her needs and recognise her ? 

Is there, think you, in your sphere, nothing you 
can do for her, no little child to bring up in the 
creeds she loves so well? Is there no one to 
whom her unfaltering voice might bring, in the hot 
fever of his doubts, the balm of a holy peace, if you 
lonly would make the message heard ? Is there no 
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sinner that jon, the well-beloved son of the Church, 
can reclaim from the error of his ways, and 
like Jesus Himself restore the dead son to his 
Mother ? 

'^ What a wicked world this is.*' How often I hear 
that said. What if it may be, that most of its 
wickedness is existing because we are heedless of 
our Mother's work, and our Mother's need in its 
behalf? 

But secondly, our dear Lord delivered the son to 
his mother, for this other reason too, because if he 
worked forherhe couldbest work for Him. He longed, 
so he said, I daresay, to work for Christ — ^here is 
the reply to that longing, " Work for thy mother." 
He longed to show his gratitude to the dear Lord. 
Here is the reply, "Show thy gratitude to thy 
" mother." He longed to obey to the uttermost every 
command that fell from those holy lips-^here is the 
answer, " Obey thy mother." 

My friends, how often after a glowmg sermon, 
or a fervent act of communion, we long to do some- 
thing for Jesus Christ. " Speak," we say, " Lord, thy 
"servant heareth." We chafe at the dull restriction 
of humble life ; we would do great things for this 
Lord we have learned to love. Here is the answer, 
" Work," says Christ, " for thy Mother ; working for 
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^' her you best please Me : working for her, you do 
'^ in fact, what I summoned you from the dark grave 
'* of sin to do." « Son, behold thy Mother." We 
shall fail indeed in pur duty, our love, and our 
gratitude, if because we have learned to love Christ 
we would rather seek to serve Him immediately, 
than to serve flim mediately through His Church, 
our Mother. 

But thirdly, Christ delivered this son to his 
mother because she could best care for him under 
his present circumstances ; he was weak, he had 
only just been restored to life, he needed many a 
day to pass ere yet, in the full strength of a man, 
he stood up under the beautifal sun, and gave 
thanks to God. 

It is so now. Why are so many weak, con- 
fessedly weak, and never increasing in spiritual 
{Strength? I have no doubt that the reason is 
they forget, or will not deign to place themselves 
under their Mother's care. What if this boy had 
said, *^ Nay Lord, I will follow Thee, weak though I 
** am, tottering and trembling with this new life 
just beginning to flow through my heart," how 
foolish he would have been! "Thou can'st not 
<* follow Me now, but thou shalt follow Me here- 
" after," Christ would say. The Father's care is here- 
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after ; the Mother*s care is now. The Father shall 
hereafter place upon your head His honours of glorjr 
and possession. The Mother now shall educate you 
to hear them aright. 

Oh, beloved, this, if you will receive her mission^ 
is the special work of your dear spiritual Mother. 
She is left at the gate of this world for this reason ; 
not a soul is revived by Christ, but if it only will, 
delivers the Lord to His Mother. " I will have 
"no one between my soul and God I'* well, yes, we 
very often hear these words, but are they right words ? 
here is Christ's answer — " He delivered him to his 
"Mother I" 

Let us, then, from to-day, more submissively 
place ourselves under our gentle Mother's care ; she 
shall guide us here, and afterwards our Father shall 
receive us into glory I She shall educate us here to 
wear nobly the Father's glory reserved above ; she 
shall — with all a mother's constant supervision, in 
Baptism, in Confirmation, in Eucharist, and Eepent- 
ance — so lead us on here, so well keep that sacred 
charge of the Eesurrection life within each one 
of us ; that finally, the Mother shall give up her 
child ; the Church's education shall be past ; 
without spot and wrinkle she shall surrender us to 
our Father : 
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*^ All ! dearest Mother, sinoe too oft 
The world yet -wins some Demaa frail, 
E'en from thine arms, so kind and soft. 
Hay thy tried comforts never fail ! 

When faithless ones forsake thy wing. 
Be it Youchsafed thee still to see. 
Thy tme fond nurslings closer cling. 
Cling closer to their Lord and thee/' 



SSRMON XXVIII. 



THE BEST OF INNS 



S. Lmos z. 84. 
^ Se brought him to an Inn,'* 



SOME of the commonest things aronnd ns are 
symbols of something higher and greater. It 
is so, beloved, with that house, familiar to you all 
in every town and every village — an Inn. 

In countries not so well civilised as our own, 
with fewer people, and fewer towns and villages. 
Inns are even of more importance — stored up in 
them for the weary traveller is not alone food to be 
found, but medicine for his sicknesses. In countries, 
too, on account of their bad government, and dan- 
gerous inhabitants, with robbers hiding along each 
rocky defile, and aiming from every lonely path- 
way. Inns are even lifted higher in usefulness than 
mere places of rest and healing, they become places 



TiSE BEST OF INNS. 20^ 



for refage and protection^ and conscious of this— ^ 

" Now spurs the lated traTeUer space 
To gain the tiiiiely Tnn/* 

Well, dear friends, all these things 1 find in that 
Inn I wonld speak to you of to-daj. It stands beside 
a narrow dangerous pathway, leading from the city 
of this world to a country very far distant, called 
"Heaven" — the way is rough, a thousand perib 
surround the pilgrim who wends along this narrow 
way : a thousand robbers are ever lying in wait for 
him — ah I thank the King who has placed by the 
way, for you and for me, a good and pleasant Inn — 
the Church. 

Now, first, an Inn must, as we have seen, be not 
alone a place of entertainment but of healing. The 
Inn, whose signboard is the Cross of Calvary, i» 
such an Inn— for, beloved, it is known far and near 
as a truly blessed place of healing within. A hun- 
dred strengthening herbs lie stored in its granary ; 
there is not an ailment of the sin-sick soul that 
cannot there meet with an adequate remedy. 

When a sick man enters a doctor's house he often 
has to leave it very sorrowfully, the doctor has told 
him his case is beyond cure, " I cannot do anything 
*^ for you." Ah I sin-sick weary soul, if you will but 
^enter this Inn of the Charch to-day you shall never 
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have thus Borrowfallj to depart — ^do case is too 
liopeless for ber, no malady but can give way to ber 
mighty remedies. 

What then ? Oh, then, beloved, why are some of 
you to-day still lying sick in our midst ? why are 
these great wounds of sin still unhealed in many of 
you ? The Inn door stands open. It is open for 
you : your own especial remedy is kept within, why 
do you not seek it ? 

But, secondly, not alone is an Inn a place of 
healing, as we have seen, but is a place essentially 
for travellers. It was for this reason that the 
man in the parable was brought to an Inn. It 
is thus that not a high road winds along hill 
and dale in England without its wayside Inns. 
Travellers and pilgrims frequent those high roads, 
and it is for such that these Inn doors so readily 
open. 

My friends, do you know why it is so few of you 
<;are about " darkening the doors" of that holy Inn— 
the Church ? Do you know why her fare stands so 
frequently untouched, her sacraments neglected by 
you, her holy rites unsought, her ministrations for- 
gotten ? It is because you never yet have become a 
pilgrim, you never yet have resolved upon travelling 
xeally in earnest to Heaven. What think you to 
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those with fine houses at home is the benefit of an 
Inn ? What care such men, as they stay quietly at 
home^ that a good Inn shadows the way ? It is no- 
thing to them — they need no such humble rest, they 
have no distance to go, they have never yet felt weary, 
for they never yet have started on a journey, never 
jet left their own home. 

Ah I beloved, is it so with some of you ? never 
having gone far from your home here, you never yet 
have felt the need of a place of rest : so Sunday after 
Sunday, festival after festival, you never enter her 
floors, you care little for Christ's Inn— the Church, 
Oh, but once resolve on being a pilgrim, but once 
make for Heaven, your eternal home, and how 
different will it be with you. When the sun sets 
each day, then sweet and blessed it will seem to you, 
weary and worn with struggling heavenward, to 
^nter the restful lun of Jesus Christ, and there 
receive rest and strength for the morrow's journey. 
The sacraments will be offered to you : oh how 
eagerly you will accept them, for are you not a weary 
traveller ? The sweet words of liturgy and litany 
will fall on your ear : oh, how sweetly will those 
ancient sounds ring in your weary soul, longing to 
rest, travelling a long long road to a very distant 
Country, how thankfully will you haunt the blessed 
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Inn of Jesns Christ — His own dear Chorclil 

*< Art thoa weaiy, art thou langiiicl, 
Art thou SOTS di ntreaoe d." 



Enter ye in this holy Inn and find rest nnto your 
souls. 

But, thirdly and lastly, an Inn to be a good Inn 
must be Catholic, that is embracing all who will, 
open to all. A man in a shabby coat, as well as a 
fine one, must there be equally welcomed, and equally 
o£fered rest ; there the beggar Cuthman must be 
equally welcomed with royal Louis ; there the faith- 
ful Bhoda, though only a doorkeeper, with S. Peter 
and S. Paul ; there an empty wallet and an empty 
purse must close no door, and steel no heart against 
the bearer — 

« For all the servants of our king, 
In Heayen and earth are one." 

Dear friends, if it were otherwise, how should we 
to-day, do you think, dare to steal near the door of 
this beautiful Inn, and seeing the lights and 
offered rest, pass over the threshold ourselves? 
One who has known what it is to find for His 
Childish head no room at an Inn, founded and built 
this Inn. One who Himself has been poor, scantily 
clothed, and a workman of Nazareth, offers to all 
this resting place. Nothing he aimed at more, 
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nothing he desired more when making this Idd, 
than that there should be room, and there should be 
a welcome for all. 

*' Elect from every nation, 
Yet one o'er all the earth," 

Holjy Catholic, Apostolic, the Inn stands by your 
path; why are you loitering, beloved, on her 
threshold, instead of resting as honoured guests, 
each one of you, within ? Ah I my friends, that, after 
all, is the real ^^ home question/' are you using this 
Inn — ^this blessed Inn of Jesus Christ ? Perhaps 
you are weary and careworn, bat somehow you have 
got into the wrong Inn — ^are yoa using this right noble 
one of Jesus Christ ? In going through a town it is 
astonishing to see the number of Inns there are, 
and guests, too, for all, but some gaests are badly 
housed, some well housed — are you in the right 
Inn? 

There is the Inn of pleasure — a great rambling Inn 
—full of noise and much glitter, but with little real 
comfort. Are you lodged in that Inn any of you ? 

There is the Inn of ambition ; its doors are very 
high, its rooms very rich, but oh ! it is but a com- 
fortless Inn to a poor tried man. 

" Hamble we most be, if to heayen we would go, 
High is the hall there, but the gate is low/' 

o 
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Are you lodged in that lofty-gated Inn any of yon ? 

Then there is the great Inn of Dissent ; fnll of 
travellers is this Inn, but what an unrestfal, disorga- 
nised throng they are ; all tawdry within^ nothing 
ancient, nothing beantifaL Are yon lodged in that 
loveless Inn any of you ? 

Ob, dear friends, if any of yon have to confess yon 
have mistaken the Inn, and mistaken the way — 
change, I pray you. I am a Churchman, my Inn 
must have for its sign — the Cross ; my Inn alone 
must give me refreshments all marked by one mark 
— the Cross ; my Inn must be open to all, yet be 
able to entertain each traveller in his right place. 
Within my Inn, in order and seemliness of attire, 
must the guests and the servants all appear ; my 
Inn must have none other but Jesus Christ Himself 
as the Great Host I 

'* Qrave in His aspect and attire, 
A Man of andent pedigree.*' 

Outside, storms may sweep around, the forest 
leaves may whirl on the breath of the tempest of sin 
and passion : other Inns may at morning be found 
a wreck, and those guests homeless ; but thanks be 
to Gk)d the gates of hell itself shall never prevail 
against this Inn founded on a rock % her guests are 
safe within. 
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" Dear Grofls ! hold fast tbj height in air 
Stand erer wide blest door ! 
And ever orowd je faithful, there, 
High, lowlj, rich and poor ! 
Sweet bells ! ring ever jonr glad sound 
And let its message be 
Ho ! ye that thirst— here Christ is found 
And here His home is free." 



Sermon XXIX. 



ONL V A LEAF. 

GBNB8I8 m. 8. 

'* They hid themselves among the trees of the garden. 



THE little leaves on a tree only become a cover- 
ing when clustered together. In a storm, if 
yon have taken refuge under some wide-spreading 
tree, it has just depended on the quantity and the 
thickness of the leaves whether you have been pro- 
tected or not — one leaf is no good at all. 

Well, beloved, one excuse, let me assure you, is 
no good at all. A man, if he is a sensible man, 
inows that perfectly. Like the first leaf in spring, 
that first excuse is but the harbinger of many more. 
As his conscience begins again to make its voice 
heard, and God is found drawing nearer, the man's 
fiense of guilt deepens ; but perhaps he hardens his 
heart, excuses occur to him, they grow, they multiply, 
till they cover up completely his sense of right and 
his sense of wrong. 
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There axe manj '^ first times" in life. The ^^ first 
^' time" the mother sees her little child take a tiny 
step. The ^' first time" a boy gains a prize at 
school. The ^^ first time" we see the beaatifol 
ocean. The ^^ first time" we hear the sweet voice of 
praise. These are all joyfal ^^ first times/' but 
chiefly joyfal, yon know, because they are the first 
promises of like events to follow. But there are 
also many sorrowfol ^^ first times," and chiefiy sor* 
rowfol because they too are the first promises of like 
events to follow. There is the ^^ first time" we hide 
away from God : the " first time" we dally with con- 
science : the *^ first time" we cover ourselves in the 
leaves of little excuses. In hot countries, at certain 
seasons of the year, a man mounts up one of the 
tall steeples of the mosques, but it is not to cry out 
the hour of prayer, it is to watch the yellow horizon 
line for one little black speck, ever growing nearer 
and nearer. Why does he watch so earnestly ? can 
one locust, which that speck denotes, do harm to the 
young green corn below ? Oh, no I but when the 
watchman sees that one approach his cheek pales^ 
and he shouts out the news below^ because he knows 
that solitary locust is the herald of thousands that 
are on their way — the plague does not atop with 
one. 
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Or what do yon think is the reason the news- 
papers note so carefully when one of yon farmers 
loses a cow with cattle plague ? Do you think one 
cannot be spared ? Is there a famine in the land 
that even one animal dying is a great loss ? No ! 
but you know well the reason, the death of one is 
probably the death knell of a whole herd — ^the 
plague does not stop with one. 

Dear friends, is it thus yon dread a first excuse ? 
See I one of you has long been a communicant at 
Gk)d's holy altar, suddenly you have fallen into a 
great sin, you let that sin sweep away — because you 
¥rill not at once thoroughly repent it — all your past 
life of holiness, you let it make you use the first 
excuse — ^^ I won*t go next Sunday, I will wait till 
^' the Sunday after, I shall feel better and holier." 
Oh little excuse — fell — ^awful thou art, the harbinger 
most likely of a great plague— -of thousands more ! 
One is of no use, one will not drug your sense of right, 
you must, if you pursue that plan, use many more. 

See I another of you has been always a man of 
integrity — suddenly a dishonest bargain presents 
itself, yon have to make but one excuse-Hso you 
think — ^to your sense of right and wrong, and the 
bargain is yours. Oh deceitful cover for a true 
Bpirit I what is ^ one leaf among so many tempta- 
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^ tions ?' — your one excuse is bat the herald of hun- 
dreds more^ unless you take violent measures they 
will soon destroy all your spiritual life. 

II. Well, perhaps, someone will wonder why we 
should so fear to make a first excuse in holy mat- 
ters. We often hear people pride themselves on the 
easiness with which they can do so in worldly 
aiSairs — ^^ I had better have an excuse ready, I may 
" find it useful." " He can always find an excuse," 
half-admiringly his friends say. Well, dear friends, 
whether it be right or wrong to make excuses in 
worldly business, we will not here enquire — enough 
for us now that the reason why it is so evil in holy 
affairs is that it hides God from tis^ in other words, 
it undoes all our religion. For what do you think 
religion is for ? Why its very name shews us — ^it is 
to be a tie, a tie to bind our wandering hearts to 
God. What do you think your prayers are for— 
words and forms ? Oh, no I to place our spirits 
under the eternal wings of Almighty God. What 
do you think Holy Communion is for — a symbol of 
brotherhood, a sign of faith in Christ's death on the 
Cross ? Oh, no I something greater far — to place 
us in the very Heart of Jesus Christ. What do 
you think Holy Church is — a mere society, sup- 
ported by the state? Oii, no! something more 
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lovely and more grand — the very mystical Body of 
Christ, a ^^ habitation of Gk>d through the Spirit'* 

Well, excases framed by sin nndo all this work 
of religion. Children's hands, small though thqr 
be, can untie with constant application a very firm 
knot, so little excuses can undo in time the knot 
of all true religion — the vows of Holy Baptism itse]£ 

Look at that first story in the Bible, that of 
Adam and Eve. God's glory was very great, He 
was close to them as He walked that eventide 
the fiowery glades of Paradise; yet though His 
glory was so great, it became hidden from these two. 
Hidden by what — a great wall, a wide-stretching 
firmament? Oh, no I but by a cluster of the small- 
est things in the world — ^a few branches of green 
leaves, each of which you could have taken separ- 
ately in your hand, but which placed together, so 
many were they, that they hid Gk)d. 

So, beloved, of man's excuses for not being holy, 
not being repentant, not being pure .and faithfuL 
Singly held, you may still see God near yoi^ 
gradually multiplied, He becomes more and more 
hidden from you, till at last, these which seemed sd 
small and paltry, these little excuses, confirmed 
into a habit — ^a thick cover — ^hide God's bright 
Presence entirely from you. 
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m. Bat) then, I remember a text which says — 
'^ Whither shall I flee from Thy Presence.'' Adam 
and Ere forgot, perhaps some of ns do also, that 
we may, indeed, by excuses hide God from onrselves, 
but, oh, we caimot hide onrselves from Him. These 
two frightened souls wonld have given everything 
they called theirs, all the sweet flowers of Paradise, 
all the sweet fruits of those fadeless orchards, 
almost their lives, if they could have hidden 
themselves from God's eye. They had, by hiding 
among the green leaves, prevented themselves from 
seeing Gh)d, but they could not prevent God from 
seeing them. 

Beloved, we never should make an excuse for 
evil doing I feel sure, if we really recognised this 
—the uselessness and absurdity of hiding from 
God— we should not attempt it (a) You who 
never come to Holy Communion, would never 
say ^^I am too evil" unless you imagined as 
you said so that that excuse would cover your 
soul from God's judgment, (i) You who lead in 
the week ungodly lives of drunkenness, impurity 
and self-pleasing, would never say as an excuse — 
^' I do not call myself religious,^' unless you thought 
that by saying so, you would cover your life from 
God's scrutiny, (c) You who let years on years 
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Blip by and never repent, would never say, " I have 
^^ not time at present to think of these matters" un- 
less you thought that excuse would serve, as the green 
leaves did in Paradise, to screen you from the eye 
of your Lord. 

Be warned, then : as of old, these idle little 
excuses do not prevent everything being seen by 
Him with whom we all have to do, they only serve 
to hide God, the All Merciful, from yourself. 

It is eventide — He walks aloDg to reckon with us 
all, ere the night of death set in. Casting away 
excuses, in the fading light of day, seek the Source 
of pardon and of love. Break through the thick 
leaves which sin has covered over your life and soul, 
and say, ^^ sinner that I have been, I will meet my 
" God — I will arise and go to my Father," and His 
perfect love will need no excuse on your part to lead 
Him to say " Go in peace." 



Skrmon XXX. 



THE BATTLE OF DECISION. 



1 Knros xynx. 21. 

^^Kcw long halt ye between two opinions ? If the Lord be God^ 
foOow Eim ; but if Baal, then follow him," 

A GREAT historian has collected together what 
he considers the greatest battles of the world : 
— turning points that is, in the world's history, 
where the issue of the fight was to influence the 
future of nations : but the name of another battle- 
could be added to his roll — the name of the very 
greatest battle a man can ever engage in — it is 
the Battle of Decision. 

What do I mean, beloved ? Well^do you see all these 
people gathered together on Mount Carmel : Carmel 
is a mountain pre-eminently sweet in flowers — but 
it is not to gather beautiful flowers that these 
people have collected there to-day; Carmel is a 
mountain j which , being the loftiest in that country- 
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fiide, commands beantifal views — ^bnt it is not to 
see the landscape to-day, that the great crowd has 
swept np the hillnside, after stern Elijah and the 
fonr hundred prophets of Baal : bat it is to witness 
a battle — nay, themselves to take part in it — ^the 
greatest straggle of human life in all ages — the battle 
of Decision. 

This scene then is not alone a taming point in 
Jewish history, it is the turning point in every 
man's history. It may not be fought out among 
the crushed flowers of Mount Carmel, on the con- 
trary, it may take place on the deck of some great 
man-of-war, in the ward of some vast hospital, 
or in your own little village — in your own little 
home. It may not be with Elijah on one side, 
the priests of Baal on the other; on the con- 
trary, it may be with your inclination on the one 
side, your duty on the other : your neighbour on one 
side, yourself on the other : the Past on Baal's side, 
ihe Future on God's — ^but still the battle is the same, 
the challenge to a decision is the same — the same 
mighty question goes forth along the ages, and comes 
in turn to you and me to answer in life's ranks, ^^ If 
'^ the Lord be God, follow Him, but if sin, then 
^'follow him." 

My friends, I grant you that it is strange, but yet, 
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believe me, it is bo less true that we should thus 
have to decide in this life between good and evil, 
God and His enemy ; — strange^ remembering 
what we are. It is strange, that this world, 
and the next world, with all its mighty mysteries 
— ^its eternity of happiness, or its long ages of 
nnhappiness, should thus be given to us all to 
balance one against the other, and choose which 
we will — strange, remembering what we are. 
And yet it is perfectly the truth — oh, remember 
that fact — stamp the thought of it on your soul, 
(for that, and that alone, will be sufficient to show 
you the earnest pathos of your lives), this riddle 
must be solved by you all : this qaestion is given to 
you all to decide — eternity is waiting on your reply 
— " If the Lord be God, or if sin." 

II. But often in life when we have had to ^ make 
^up our minds' upon some important matter — ^we 
have had some wise and kind friend near us, who 
has said, ^^I cannot decide indeed for you — that 
^ decision must rest with yourself, my friend, but I 
" will give you some elements for your decision." 

Dear friends, does the wisest and the best of 
friends, does God afford us soQie such helps, if so, 
what are they? for the night draws on apace, 
eternity presses on, before I fall asleep I would 
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decide the mighty question, and finish my share in 
jQiis batde of Decision. 

Oh yes, brethren, there are many elements of 
decision given ns by Qod, many signs, as we travel 
along the road of life, to direct ns if we look at them 
4»refnlly, many helps to answer that great qnestion, 
« Which shall I serve," 

And first, on yonder signboard, by the way, is 
written, " Sorrow." 

"Who is there who does not know the sad &ce of 
Sorrow, what house has not seen her gliding into its 
midst in her grey sad garments ? '^ As the sparks fly 
" upward, so is man born to sorrow." 

Well, when yon are in deep converse with Sorrow, 
when the poor heart beats wildly, when the sonl is 
flooded by her bitter memories, thettj if sin can save 
you from sorrow — serve sin : if sin can still that 
wildly beating heart of yours, obey sin : if sin can 
wipe away your falling tears, give sin the victory, 
MU if not — ah, if not — ^if only the Son of God can 
still that sorrow, if only the voice firom the wild sea 
of (Galilee can say the '^ Peace be still" — ah, 
have you not then an element of decision I 

(b) But, I go onwards along the road of life, I see 
another sign-post — 1 read on it ^^ pain." 

Let ns go into the wards of some great city hos- 
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pitaly or even stand beside one of our own villagers, 
struck down with pain, see the poor thin hands 
feverishly catching hold of the bed-quilt, hear the 
laboured breathing, mark the dry lips — well, it is a 
sad sight. Surely, if sin can touch the fevered brow, 
and give sweet sleep, let sin do so ; if sin can chase 
away these agonies, and breathe patience into the 
poor sufferer's heart, sin shall be a kind friend — if 
sin can do this, well and good, but if not? — ah, 
beloved, if only the voice of Jesus, saying, ^^ Come 
" unto Me and I will give you rest,'* stills the suf- 
ferer's sighs, if only the unseen Hand of God cools 
the hot fever of pain — ah, then ? — have you not then 
an element of decision I 

And, lastly, we come down deeper into the dark 
valley of life, in ancient letters on this weather- 
beaten signboard, I read, ^' Death." 

Oh, Death, canst thou give us an answer as to 
who is God ? Is it true thy Lord is Sin : can sin 
alone sweeten thy bitterness, and turn thy dark 
countenance into light ? 

Well, dear friends, none of us can answer yet for 
death in ourselves, but, judging by death in others, 
I don't think we need wait for an element of 
decision. Has it been sin or goodness that has 
made the most painful of deaths sweet to the blessed 
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Martyrs ? Has it been sin or goodness which has 
made men and women tonch, without a sigh, those 
dark waters of death ^ If it has been sin, oh, then 
serve, by all means, sin — buty if not, if the victory 
has been given through oar Lord Jesus Christ — ah, 
then ? — ^have you not then a conclusive element of 
decision I 

III. If all this be true, if you have these elements 
of decision, why are you not using them ; there are 
the tests, why have you not put them to the proof? 
Humble and lowly though some of you be, the 
world — ^bright heaven herself, is waiting for your 
decision. 

The smallest grain makes a difference to the as* 
oending scale : the youngest soldier to the tarrying 
victory. Answer this riddle of your lives then, 
^ which will ye serve,' for if the Lord be Qod, serve 
God, or if sin be God, serve sin. 

In days gone by, when the battle depended, more 
than it does now, on individual bravery, and on 
individual loyalty, a few more on one side than the 
other made the greatest of differences — ^in the battle 
of Decision they fight in the old fashion. 

In this parish it would make the greatest of differ- 
ence, if you would declare for Qod or sin — a few 
more on the side of holiness, a few more on the side 
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of JeBOS Christ, the scale woald tarn I A few 
more decided ChurchmeQ, a few more earnest com- 
municantSy this village would be a different place t 
Take your sides, let us know whom we have as 
allies ; an open foe is better thao a hidden one, 
" why halt ye between two opinions ?" 

I will only add this — ^long ago, in another world, 
a similar decision had to be made — the angels in 
heaven had to decide whom they would serve, which 
should be their Prince — ^good or evil. 

It is a wise thing when the stakes are the same, 
the commanders the same, the competitors the 
same, to forecast the fate of the future by the fate of 
the past. 

If sorrow, then, or pain, or death, have not — as 
you have contemplated them to-day — made you de- 
cide for God : oh, let the fate of that angelic Battle 
of Decision long ago lead you to do so. It has been 
a mighty fray, all day long it has raged fiercely, 
but now the sun setting over hill and dale, dark 
valley and lofty peak, proclaims the victory, which, 
though it tarry long, shall always crown the good 
and true, and as this dying sun lightens the faces of 
the brave angels of the good, and the shadows 
deepen into darkness, and the last angel of God 
passes over the fallen ranks of evil, a Voice from 
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the battle-field seems to cry once more to a wide 
creatioOy '^ if the Lord be Grod, follow Him, bat if 
^' sin, then follow him/' 



« 



For right u right, sinoe Qod is God, 
And right the day must win ; 
To doabt wonld be dislojaltj. 
To falter would be rin.*' 



SKRMON XXXI. 



PATTERNS. 
(Suitable fob Autxthn.) 



zx. 23. 

'* Tatierm of things in the heavem^** 

A BEAUTIFUL legend is related in the lives of 
the Saints, that one day, as the snn went 
-down, S. Bridget was sitting with her sister Dara, 
A holy nun who was blind, and as the sun set it 
found them both talking of the love of Jesus and 
the joys of Paradise. Now their hearts were so full 
that the night fled away while they spoke together, 
And neither of them knew that so many hours had 
£ped. After a while the sun came up from behind 
Wicklow mountains, and the pure white dawn made 
jail the land a glory. Then Bridget sighed, when 
she saw how lovely was earth, and sky, and sea, 
And knew that Dara's eyes were closed to their 
beauty. So^she prayed, and extended her hand, 
And signed with the cross the dark orbs of her gentle 
sister. Then the darkness passed away from 
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slip by and never repent^ would never say, '^ I have 
^' not time at present to think of these matters" an- 
less you thought that excuse would serve, as the green 
leaves did in Paradise, to screen you from the eye 
of your Lord. 

Be warned, then : as of old, these idle little 
excuses do not prevent everything being seen by 
Him with whom we all have to do, they only serve 
to hide God, the AH Merciful, from yourself. 

It is eventide — He walks along to reckon with us 
all, ere the night of death set in. Casting away 
excuses, in the fading light of day, seek the Scarce 
of pardon and of love. Break through the thick 
leaves which sin has covered over your life and soul, 
and say, '^ sinner that I have been, I will meet my 
" God — I will arise and go to my Father," and His 
perfect love will need no excuse on your part to lead 
Him to say " Go in peace." 



Sermon XXX. 



THE BATTLE OF DECISION. 



1 Knros xvni. 21. 

^^Kw) long halt ye hetween two opinions ? If the Lord be Ood^ 
follow Sim : but if Baal, then follow him.** 

A GREAT historian has collected together what 
he considers the greatest battles of the world : 
— turning points that is, in the world's history, 
where the issne of the fight was to influence the 
future of nations : but the name of another battle- 
could be added to his roll — the name of the very 
greatest battle a man can ever engage in — it is 
the Battle of Decision. 

What do I mean, beloved ? Well,do you see all theser 
people gathered together od Mount Carmel : Carmel 
is a mountain pre-eminently sweet in flowers — but 
it is not to gather beautiful flowers that these 
people have collected there to-day; Carmel is a 
mountain, which, being the loftiest in that country- 
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land as weeds ? One flower differs from another flower 
in glory, so shall it be in the resurrection of the 
just God shall not in His mercy shut out one soul 
that has the least particle of love to Him ; He shall 
not cast out the least beautiful, the least fragrant 
of all His flowers, if it bears on its leaves a single 
drop of Jesus' Blood, but, oh, how He will treasure 
those holy souls that, like rich exotics, are full of 
sweetness, and glorious with grace and beauty,^ 
crimson with the Holy Blood. 

Dear friends, now is the time of pruning and 
preparing, now is the time of becoming fair and 
beautiful with the dew from heaven, through Christ's 
blessed Sacraments ever falling on your soul. 
Planted we shall all be, in Paradise one day, unless 
we die impenitent. But is that enough ? Oh no, 
more, far more ; how shall our souls then blossom ? 
Think of the different degrees of beauty in the 
flowers of earth, and now make your choice. 
Shall your soul be white as a lily with the grace of 
purity ? Shall it be red as the rose with the love 
of God? Shall your life possess the flowers most 
full of sweetness and beauty, or be but one step 
above the worthless weeds themselves, — ^unfragrant 
and without beauty ? 

But, secondly^ the rising sun that broke over these 
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two saints, in the legend I told you of, the same 
snn breaks over us, too^ everj day, chasing the 
white mists, and casting a glory over dark moun- 
tain and lonely glen, town and village, park and 
garden. But have you noticed the welcome it 
receives ? — all things in nature empire to it. It is 
not alone the steeples of our village churches that 
soar up to the rising sun^ for to the sun the tall dark fir 
trees, orowning the blue hills, raise their heads — ^to 
the sun the green elms, full of ^^ wind music,*' throw 
up their hoary arms in joy — every tall sun-flowfer 
bares its dark bosom to the sun, the lilies tremu- 
lous with dew lift their white faces to its beams. 

Oh beautiful lesson for Paradise — the sun shall 
shine there, for there shall no longer be any more 
night, and the souls of each one of us weary men 
and women shall no longer be bent down to the 
earth like the earthly flowers in the hours of their 
darkness, but it shall be the work of Dawn for all 
souls gathered in there — it shall be an aspiring work ; 
"onwards still" shall be the cry of each happy 
soul ; " upwards ever" shall each purified life still 
pray ; to the eternal Sun shall each soul bare its 
most secret leaves ; no dull stagnation shall each 
happy life consist of, but a continual aspiration for 
higher grace, and for still brighter glory. 



9» FATTBRM8. 



^' One flower differs from another flower in glory." 
TeSy bat if only the desire for that glory is foond in 
the least glorious heart, as it enters upon that life 
beyond the grave, each hoar shall bestow upon it a 
fresh grace and a fresh beauty, and each year con- 
fer upon it a brighter glory. 

Is not that, dear friends, a consoling lesson that 
we can all learn from the love of the flowers to the 
sun, and the consequent bestowal of beauty they 
gain ? This is a thought to help some of us too in 
death, and to cheer some of us who haye lost fiiends 
by death. It teaches us that, though some, alas, ' 
may leave this world devoid of many graces, sin- 
ners ^^ just saved" by God's most infinite love, yet as 
their souls aspire to the light, each day shall give 
them another virtue, each day shall fit them better for 
the white raiment of Heaven. That, as their wishes 
and their prayers soar upwards to the Great Heart 
of God, they shall return like the angels to them 
again, full of gifts of ever-growing love, and ever- 
increasing beauty. 

Oh my Creator, then, my Eternal Love, my Father, 
my Heavenly Father, look on me, weary, yet full of 
trust, worthless, and only by Thy mercy not to be 
cast out at the last as a weed, shine, even beyond 
the grave, on my dark life, bid me in that very valley 
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of the shadow of defith gaze upwards to Thy 
glorious Face, and gain ever-increasing light. 
Cause me. as the years roll on, and the days of 
Paradise lengthen out, to grow more fall of grace, 
more full of Thy own Divine Beauty. 

'' I give to Thee, who knowest all my ways, 
My crooked winding ways wherein I liye-* 
Wherein I die, not live : for life is straight. 
Straight as a line, and ever tends to TheeJ 



n 



IIL If from flowers and sun we gain these les- 
sons as we gaze with open eyes at tlieir beauty, shall 
' we add another lesson from something less beautiful, 
yet, which after all perhaps, serves most to make 
this beautiful creation, at dawn, so fair ? — the mist. 
A thick white mist, born of the dampness that 
springs from the earth, a little while ago clothed the 
earth this autumn morning : you know it passed 
over all that was beautiful, it hid the stars, it made 
the darkness of night more unbearable, and yet 
from its breath it gave verdure and grace, very sis- 
ter it was to the fruitful dew. Ah I but it is dawn 
now, the sun has risen, as in the legend, far over 
the heights of Wick low mountains, and many a hill 
and valley besides — where is the mist ? The mist 
has rolled away for ever. 

Dear friends, you who feel bodily pain, you who 
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grieve at the "fell face" of sorrow, you who go 
about " softly/' ever a heavy shadow falling over 
your life, ever the thought — " I, too, must die — ^^ 
ah, look beyond! these things are dark I grant 
yon, but they are after all only the heavy mists 
before the day-break, untangible, variant things, 
that the dawn of Paradise shall for ever chase 
away. That dawn shall break — ^but where, then, 
shall be pain? — "There shall be no more pain 
"there.'* Where shall be sorrow and crying? — 
" There shall be no more sorrow or crying there." 
Where shall be death ? — " There shall be no more 
" death." These mists of earth shall be for ever 
blown away, only the "good things" of God shall 
in His Paradise remain eternal realities. 

Ah, beloved, shall we not, then, learning these 
lessons of guidance and comfort from gazing at the 
open " Book of Nature," reverse the words of Dara 
in the old legend, turning to One who is more than 
sister or brother, shall we not exclaim, " open mine 
" eyes again, dear Lord, for when the world is so 
"visible, Paradise and Thyself are more clearly 
** visible to my soul." 

** If God hath made this world so fair 
Where sin and death abound, 
How beantifnl beyond oompare 



Wm Paradise be found 1** 



SBRMON XXXII. 

ENTERING THE STORM. 
(Fob Ash Wednssdat.) 



PsAiJC Lzxxyni. 6. (P*B.) 
'* Thou hast vexed nte with tUl thy Horma.** 

COLD winds are blowing over hill and dale, from 
far away the breath of the north country 
has come to our little villages and our green 
fields ; the fallen branches of the trees, the up- 
lands lying white with snow, everything around 
shows that winter has come upon us. Very few 
are the flowers which, even if they survived the* 
autumn frosts, will now survive this bleak February 
weather; whether we turn to the fields or the 
gardens, the cattle herded together under some 
protecting trees, or the blasts of cold wind them- 
selves, we find in all an emphasis of our text, 
" Thou hast vexed me with all thy storms." And 
with yourselves, brethren, you who are poor, having 
little firing on the hearth, and little money ta 
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purchase some ; the poor of England, how you 
feel this bleak weather. It may not be a very un- 
pleasant thing to those who are better clothed, better 
fed, to feel the crisp wind, full of frost and snow, 
beating against their faces, to hear it driving against 
their well-latched windows — bat for the poor, the 
poor in the dark alleys of onr towns, in the narrow 
streets of onr villages — oh I it is with an emphasis 
and a pathos too, they now can say, '^ Thou hast 
" vexed me with all thy storms." 

And then, beloved, these words, spoken to you 
on this first day of Lent, carry a deeper and a 
fuller meaning, and that is even a sadder and a 
sterner application of our text. First, indeed, of our 
dear Lord Himself — where is He this Ash Wednes- 
day? Search through the steep streets of Jeru- 
salem, cold though the weather, needing though 
Borely the shelter of a town, you will not find Him 
there. Search through Capernaum, knock at the 
door of His "own house" there — ^the door will 
remain fast bolted, the silence and the lack of any 
poor sick folk standing without will tell you that 
Christ the great Physician is not there. But if you 
turn away and stand in the lonely desert with the 
cold wind tossing the dry leaves about, with the 
^ild beasts of the forest, hungry and savage. 
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prowling around ; with the air thick with coming 
snow, and coming storm ; oh, it is there that yon 
will find your dear Lord to-day. Trnly in this 
cold and lonely spot, with the fierce blasts of 
the tempter beating on His soul, the words go up 
from lips of Divine Patience to-day, '^ Thou hast 
'Wexed me with all thy storms." And then, dear 
friends, of ourselves ; you who have met to-day to 
stand and hear the solemn words of God's wrath 
against sinners ; you who have set this day apart, 
by a solemn dedication of heart and soul, and body 
— yes, the fasting body too— to meditation and 
repentance. Truly as this solemn litany soars up 
in the ear of God to-day — " Turn thou us, oh, good 
'^ Lord, and so shall we be turned." As the deep 
sighs of sinners to-day go up from all the towns and 
villages of England, to the ear of God — the anti- 
phon of these penitential words, the key to all these 
penitential acts, is to be found in these words — 
" Thou hast vexed me with all thy storms." 

What is that storm ? L It is the storm of 
temptation. That is the whole colour of these 
great forty days — temptation; for this it is that 
Christ is found kneeling in the desert, for this it is 
each one of us gives over these days, to suflFer — to 
suffer and be strong; — ^in what? oh, surely, in 
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praying, wrestling and conquering in temptation. 
Well, then I woald ask each one of you — do you 
realise that? It is rery needful to a regiment of 
fioldiers, about to guard a dangerous post, and 
to occupy a dangerous position beforehand, to 
understand that it is a dangerous place they 
will have to keep ; it is this conviction, and this 
alone, that will set the ranks in order, each man 
keen to the pass-words, each sword bright, each 
•eye watchful ; and, oh beloved, it is the same, 
believe me, now with you Christian soldiers. If you 
fU'e to watch with them forty days, if you are to 
prove valiant in the fight, if you are to weather the 
storms of Lent, know to-day on entering on your 
vigil, on entering on your struggle, as Temptation 
is the storm, as Temptation is the foe, the danger is 
very great ; don't shut your ears or eyes to this 
fact, that the ground you stand on is dangerous 
ground. 

IL Secondly, notice this — ^the good of entering 
this struggle : it is to be found in this word " all," 
— " thou hast vexed me with ail thy storms.*' " Is it 
**worth the risk ?" We often say that before entering 
on a difficult task. Some of us perhaps as we 
thought of Lenten struggle, and Lenten storms this 
morning, have asked ourselves the same question. 
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'' Is it worth the risk ; if I enter upon Lent and 
'^so enter upon Temptation , if I go and kneel, as 
'^ well as I can, for forty days in the desert of self- 
'^ denial, and struggle against sin — ^will all that I 
*' shall gain in the end be worth the trouble, will it 
^' be worth the risk ?" 

Oh, beloved, as I read then this little word ^^ all " 
in my text, what comfort and what an answer do I 
gain for each one of you ; ^^ all " seems to assure 
me that if you only will enter this storm of 
temptation, and enduring it as brave souls to 
the end — in the end stand victorious over sin 
— you will conquer everything. " Thou hast 
"vexed me with all thy storms;" yes, truly in 
that storm of sin, everything is ;atLr;d up that 
can oppress and degrade us, everything bitter is 
collected; once conquer sin, once foil temptation^ 
once weather this storm of evil — and life and 
death, this world and the next, " all " are hence- 
forth your own. This struggle then is worth the 
risk, this endurance of the storm is worth the 
danger. 

We weep, you know, to see the brave soldier 
setting forth to certain danger, ^hy do we not 
bid him then stay his march ? — ^\^'hy— oh brethren, 
because the reward is worth the danger I 
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The Charch in her yiolet robes, her ertingaished 
lights, her saddened voice, weeps to see her dear 
children setting forth to-daj to the certain danger 
of Temptation from sin — Yfhj does she not bid ns 
all stay on our march, and rest on oar arms ? Oh, 
because the reward, brethren, is worth the risk; 
the Easter triumph is worth the Lenten Fast. 

Dear friends, take courage then, ^^ quit you like 
<< men*' in these forty days, stand fast in the Lord ; 
for you who shall conquer sin, shall conquer all ; 
you who shall weather the storm of sin, shall 
weather the storm of death and hell — ^both things 
present and things to come. In the presence of 
sin, in the straggle with sin — ^^ Thou hast vexed 
^^ me with all thy storms ;" but, oh, the victory over 
sin is worth the danger tenfold I 

In men of war there are little lads on board, 
whose work it is during a fight to go to the maga* 
zines below, and fetch up gunpowder as it is 
wanted. There was one such in the late Chinese 
wat ; he had seen three or four of his little play- 
fellows cut down by the enemy's shot, he had been 
himself terribly cut about with broken bits of wood ; 
cannon balls were flying this way and that, when 
the captain of the gun pitying such a little boy in 
such danger, told him to go down below and keep 
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quiet. "No," the brave boy answered, **I don't 
" care a straw what happens to me, only don't let 
" those Chinamen beat us." So let us all say, " I 
" don't care what I suffer this Lent, what storm 
** vexes me, only, (Jod, don't let Sin beat me ; I 
" will willingly endure the danger of my contest, 
*^ only grant me at the last the victory I" 

III. If this be so, take this thought for your 
comfort in Lenten endurance. These Lenten 
struggles, these storms of temptation, these battles 
of duties against pleasure, of self-pleasing against 
Gk)d-p1easing, of evil against good, these " storms," 
indeed, will be caused by Sin^ these temptations will 
come from belaWf but the discipline of them will be 
given from dbovss/ Each one of you, as Jesus 
Christ Himself, during these forty days will be 
tempted, and " tempted of the devil ;" but the 
grace and glory that will spring from your discip- 
line and your endurance — once the storm over and 
the waves hushed — ^will be of God. So the very 
storms are called in my text, not the Evil One's, 
you see, but Gk>d's — ^^ Thou hast vexed me with all 
" thy storms." Do you remember that beautiful 
legend of St. Christopher. 

Having been advised by a holy man to use his 
mighty strength to help wayfarers to cross a rushing 
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streaiDi he stood one night by the ferry, and it oame 
to pass that as he stood in the storm and wind a 
little chUd stood on the other bank, and cried, 
^^ Christopher, carry me over," and the strong man 
lifted the child npon his shonlderp, and taking his 
staff plunged into the dark river. Now the waves 
rose higher and higher, and the wind blew lender 
and loader, and the Child grew heavier and heavier, 
till Christopher feared he should sink. But reaching 
the shore at last, with tottering steps, he cried, 
^^ Child, thou hast set me in sore peril, and thou 
^^ didst weigh so grievously, that if I had the whole 
^^ world upon my back, it had not been heavier than 
^< thou.'* The Child's face grew radiant, and His 
smile very sweet to behold, while He answered, 
" Marvel not, for thou Aast borne upon thy shonl- 
^^ ders Him who made the world and Thee." 

Enter beloved, then, your straggles in that 
assaranoe. The storms of Lent are high, the wind of 
temptation is bleak, the struggle with sins — some 
new, some old, but all ^ your own ' — ^sure to be hard 
to bear ; but, blessed, beautiful thought, though the 
darkness of the storm shall prevent you seeing Him 
for Whom you labour, know well it is for the Child 
— your Lord. 

Yes, it is for your Lord you fight in these Lenten 
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honrs. It is for your Lord 70U combat your beset- 
ting sin. It is your Lord you bear across the dark 
river of Lent — ^marvel not if the storm of evil then 
rage around — or the "prince of the power of the air" 
be jealous of your holy Burden — for it shall come 
to pass when these great forty days are over, and 
when the storms that vexed you are hushed, Christ 
will show you on the Easter shore, how He tempered 
each wind, and ruled each storm for eternal recom- 
pense. 



Sermon XXXIII. 



THE NOBLEST GUARD. 



Babuoh ti. 7. 
" My atujfel is with f/ou,^' 



EVER at our sides there is a golden Life being 
lived: an unseen ivarfare is being waged 
around our steps, but that beautiful bright Spirit 
lets not so much as the sound of it vex our ears : 
he fights for us, and asks no thanks : he watches 
over us, and asks no recompense — his office will 
last beyond the grave, until at length it merges 
into a still sweeter tie of something like equality 
when on the resurrection dawn we pledge ourselves 
to an endless love. He is our Gaardian angel — 

*' By every man, as he is bom, there stands 
A spirit good, a holy guide of life." * 

We think of God near us : we love to think 
of Jesus Christ in the silent watches of the night, 
but is it through forgetfalness, or want of know- 

• Menander^ Frag. 21. 
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ledge, 60 few of os think of our beantifal gaardiau 
angel ? We think of our dear friend's love — we joy 
in that of a mother or a sister, a wife or a friend- 
is it because we doubt his love, or is it from our want 
of love to him, so few of us think of our beautiful 
guardian angel ? Dear friends, think of some of the 
high, brave thoughts, the remembrance of having so 
sweet a comrade, and so noble a watcher in life's 
dark straggle, should give us. 

I. A noble thought. To cultivate a man's self- 
respect is one of the best ways to induce him to lead an 
honest, moral life: the aim of every public institution, 
every reading room, every association and discussion 
society, tends indirectly to do this. Well, dear 
friends, God supplies us with a thought eminently 
fitted to raise this our sense of self-respect — it is in 
giving us so noble a guide as a guardian angel. 

You and I, then — He teaches us by this appoint- 
ment — have something within us, so glorious and so 
precious, none but an angel is fitted to guide it and to 
bring it safely to the Shore beyond. You and I 
have something He loves so much — ^that eveu one 
of His own dear angels He will spare from His 
bright presence that that angel may bring in 
safety to Himself a charge so loved and prized* 
Kings, yon know, to bring in great treasure 



246 TSX NOBLEST GUARD. 

to their kingdom— a rich frigate or a conyoy 
of gold or silrer— think even a noble not dis- 
graced, nor their most intimate counsellor ill- 
spared, to guide and further it on its way. So is 
it with the King above. He sends His noblest and 
best — ^an angel for this precions thing — ^yonr 
soul. He values my soul more than the brightness 
of an angel's white robe, for in the darkest scenes of 
vice, in the narrowest alleys of a great town, in the 
deepest forests of the new world, on the lonely 
ocean, with a generosity that knows no stint— there 
is His angel beside me : there, says God, ^^ mine 
^^ angel is with you." He values my soul more than 
the sweetest song of these holy ones, more than the 
strains of heaven's grandest anthem ; those canticles 
above are allowed to lose some particle of their 
sweetness that the singers may become ^ wandering 
* minstrels' to you and to me — " Behold," saith God, 
^^ mine angel of song is with you." He does more, 
He bids those holy ones leave the beautiful flowers 
on all the ^^ thymy plots of Paradise" to walk and 
to watch among the thorns and brambles of this 
world. ^^ Behold," saith God, ^^mine angel has 
^^ left his sweetest flowers to be with you." What 
then ? — Sad and weary, do you toil ? — " shall," say 
you, ^^ I ever zeaoh that land so far off, shall I ever 
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'^ enter those golden gates aboye, or stand in that 
'< happy home ?*' Oh, beloved, look np, God's angel 
is mih yon, and He Himself caring for yonr sonL 

Do yon know what is done in a storm for a ship 
cost in rough water, and far from shore ? A little 
vessel, strong and manful, knowing well all the 
eddies and the rocks, is sent out from that shore to 
help and guide the poor straining bark to harbour. 
So with us : the waves are rough, the storm of life 
is wild and strong, but, walking on the sea, comes 
one from that better land — our guardian angel, 
strong and merciful, wise and able — who of us can 
doubt but that under the protection of that angel 
sent 1^ God to help His servant, the harbour shall 
be made — the beautiful land shall at last be attained? 

II. Well, but then think, as yon gaze at your 
gnordian angel to*day, of this also-^the thought of 
warning he gives you, in his care. Who is this 
one ever at my side ?. Oh, one who shall stand at 
the last, whether he will or not, as my accuser : 
one who, day by day, sees all our secret sins : 
one who weeps to never hear the prayers of repent- 
ance sent forth : one who sheds from his beautiful 
eyes tears of sorrow to notice the hard heart, and 
the soul so earthly and so careless. 

Ah, yes^ beloved, though now our Guardian 
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angel will, if we serve Christ, willingly and glo- 
riously help US — if we reject Christ, remember he 
mnst become one day no longer onr Guardian but our 
Accusing angel. How often a man says, rough and 
hard as he may have been, and his heart generally 
little moved to love — '^ I am so indebted to that 
" * friend,' I would do much to serve him.** Shall 
we, beloved, hard thoagh sin has made us, frozen 
over though our love of heaven, shall we say less — 
out of gratitude to our guardian angel — Think what 
we owe him I 

From the first moment of our life this beautiful 
friend has taken charge of us with the tenderest 
love : never wearying, never grudging his toil : night 
and day ; in joy and in sorrow his entire energies 
have been directed to this one end — our final good. 
Shall we frustrate his purpose, or make his toil 
unavailing ? shall we value our soul at a lesser value 
than God and our guardian angel values it ? Nay, 
rather, beloved, though in tears and self-denial you 
have to make that surrender, still surrender your 
soul to the King's messenger— 

* ' Take thou the charge committed thee by Gh>d, 
Bought bj His Blood this soul redeemed by gfraoe, 
Bear it dear Guardian angel in your hands, 
Up to the open vision of His Face/ 
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IIL The thought of having a guardian angel 
ought to make us all bolder, more resolute, better 
soldiers in the great ranks of the Holy Church. In 
Ctermany, you know, there is not a single man, 
whatever his rank, whatever his ultimate business, 
who has not got to be also a soldier. He may be a 
carpenter, but he must also be a soldier; he may be 
ft noble, but he must also be a soldier. It is so 
with the Christian, it is so with you and me. Our 
trades may be various — one a farmer, another a 
merchant, another a clergyman, another a lawyer — 
ah, but we must also be all soldiers ! ^^ To fight 
manfully under Christ's banner," that has been the 
oath we all have taken : the king's coin, the penny 
of salvation, we all received. Are you serving God 
manfully then — are you His good soldier ? 

Well, it is here that the remembrance of each one 
of us having a guardian angel can embolden us — 
'^ Two are better than one," — " I fight not alone, one 
** unseen ever is fighting with me ! Two are better 
**than one : I pray not alone, for on the lonely 
'^battle-field of evil one is ever joining his prayers 
'* to mine — Two are better than one : I strike not 
** alone, one wields unseen his glittering sword beside 
** me, and as my comrade fights and prays — even 
'Hhe weakest soldier so succoured becomes a hero." 

B 



2S0 TBB NOBLEST GUARD. 

Oil saj not, then, '^ I shall never stand the con- 
^* qaeror over sin, I shall never gain the victory,** 
another fights with yon, and he, too, fights for a 
like object — for heaven and for victory. At Water- 
loo it was the opportune help of the Prassian 
soldiers that brought the great victory to the English; 
it shall be so now : unaided you might well doubt of 
ultimate success, but another also fights and 
succours you — your bright, your holy Guardian augeL 
Of old the battle increased that day, but the king 
was borne up in his chariot At the present, sin 
and passion, manifold temptations may increase — 
what, then ? Borne up in life's battle by your Guar- 
dian angel, at Eventide you shall rest in his arms. 

*' may my guardian, while I sleepy 
Close to my bed hia yigili keep, 
His love angelical instil, 
Stop all the arennes of ilL 

" May he celestial joys rehearse, 
And thought to thought with me converse. 
Or in my stead, all the night long, 
Siog to my Qod a gratefol song." 

THE BND. 
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